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THE COMING OF ARTHUR. 



Leodooban, the King of Cornelian], 
Had one fHir daughter, and none other child ; 
And she iraa fairest of all flesh on earth, 
Guinevere, and in her hia one delight. 

For many a petty king ere Arthur came 
Ruled in this idle, and ever waging war 
Each upon other, wasted all the land ; 
And still from time to time ihe heathen host 
Snarm'd overseas, and harded what was left. 
And so tbere grew great tracts of wilderness, 
Wherein the beast was ever more and more, 
But man was less and less, till Arthur c.ime. 
For first Aurellua lived and fought and died, 
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And afler him King Uther fougbt and died, 

But either fail'd to make the kingdom one. 

And af^er these King Arthur for a. space. 

And thro' the puissance of his Table Bound, 

Drew all their petty princedoms under him, 

Their king and head, and made a realm, and reign'd. 

And thus the land of Cameliard was waste. 
Thick with wet woods, and many a beast therein. 
And none or few to scare or chase the beast ; 
So that wild dog and wolf and boar and bear . 
Came night and day, and rooled in the fields, 
And wallow'd in the gardens of the king; 
And ever and anon the wolf would steal 
The children and devour, but now and then. 
Her own brood lost or dead, lent her fierce teat 
To human sucklings ; and the children, housed 
In her foul den, there at their meat would growl, 
And mock [heir foster-mother on four feet. 
Till, Blraighten'd, they grew up to wolf-like men, 
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Warae than the wolves : and King Leodogran 
Groan'd for the Romao legions here again, 
And Ciesar's eagle : then his brother king, 
Rience, assail'd him : last a heathen horde, 
Reddening the sun with amoke and earth with blood, 
And on the spike that split the mother's heart 
Spitting the child, brake on liim, tiU,amaEed, 
He knew not whither he should turn for aid. 

But — for be beard of Arthur newlj' crown'd, 
Tho* not without an uproar made bj those 
Who cried, " He is not Uther's son " — the king 
Sent to him, saying, " Arise, and help us thou ! 
For here between the man and beast we die." 

And Arthur ^et had done no deed of arms. 
Bat heard the call, and came : and Guinevere 
Stood by the castle walls to walch him pass ; 
But since he neither wore on helm or shield 
The golden symbol of his kinglihood, 
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But rode a umple knight among hb knighta. 
And many of these in richer arms than he. 
She saw him not, or mark'd not, if she saw, 
One among manj.tho' his face was bare. 
But Ai-lhar, looking downward as ho past, 
Felt the light of her eyes into his life 
Smile on the sudden, jet rode on, and pitch'd 
His tents beside Ihe for^t : and he drave 
The heathen, and he slew the beast, and fell'd 
The forest, and let in the sun, and made 
Broad pathways for the hunter and the knight, 
And so return'd. 

For while he linger*!! there, 
A doubt that ever smoulder'd in the hearts 
Of those great Lords and Barons of his realm 
Flash'd forth and into war : for most of these 
Made head against him, crjing, " Who i$ he 
That he should rule us ? who hath proven him 
King Uther's son ? for lo! we look at him. 
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And find nor face nor bearing, limba nor voice, 
Are like lo those of Uther whom we knew. 
This U the Eon of Govio!?, not the king. 
This is the eon of Anton, not the king." 

And Arthar, passing thence to battle, feit 
Travail, and ihioes and agonies of the life, 
Desiring to bo join'd with Guinevere; 
And thinking as he rode, " Her father said 
That there between the man and beast they die. 
Shall I not 11(1 her from this land of beasta 
Up to my throne, and side by side with me ? 
"What happiness lo reign a lonely king. 
Vest — O ye stars that shudder over me, 

earth, that soundest hollow under me, 

Vext with waste dreams? for saving I be join'd 
To her that Is the fairest under heaven, 

1 seem as nothing in the mighty xrorld. 
And cannot will my will, nor work my work 
Wholly, nor make myself in mine own realm 
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Victor and lord; but were I joio'd with her. 
Then might we live together as one life, 
And reigDing with one will in eTerything 
Have power on thia dark land to lighten it, 
And power on this dead world to make it live." 

And Arthur from the field of battle sent 
Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bediverc, 
His new-made knights, to King Leodogran, 
Saying, " If I in aught have served thee well, 
Give me thy daughter Guinevere to wife." 

Whom when he heard, Leodogran in heart 
Debating — " How should I that am a king, 
However much he holp me at my need, 
Give my one daughter saving to a king, 
And a king's son " — lifted his voice, and call'd 
A hoary man, his chamberlaio, to whom 
He trusted all things, and of him required 
His counsel : " Knowest thou aught of Arthur's birth ? 
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Then spake the hoary chamberlaiD and said, 
« Sir king, there be but two old men that know ! 
And each is twice as old as I ; and one 
Is Merlin, the wise man that ever served 
King TTthcr thro' his magic art; and one 
la Merlin'9 master (so they call him) Bleys, 
Who taught him magic ; but the scholar ran 
Berore Ihe master, and so far, that Bleys 
Liiid magic by, and sat him down, and wrote 
All thjn^ and whatsoever Merlin did 
In one great annal-book, where after years 
Will learn the secret of our Arthur's birth." 

To whom the King Leodogran replied, 
" friend, had I been holpen half as well 
By this King Arthur as by thee to-day. 
Then beast and man had had their share of me : 
But summon here before us yet once more 
Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bedivere." 
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Then, when they came before him, the king said, 
" I have seen the cuckoo chased hy lesser fowl, 
And reason in the chaae : but wherefore now 
Do these jonr lords stir up the heat of war, 
Some calling Arthur bom of Gorlols, 
Others of Anton ? Tell me, ye jourselvea, 
Hold ys this Arthur for King Uther'a son ? " 

And nifius and Braslias answer'd," Ay" 
Then Bedivere, the first of all his knights, 
Knighted by Arthur at bis cronning, spake,— 
For bold in heart and act and word was be. 
Whenever slander breathed against the king, — 

" Sir, (here be m&ay rumors on this head : 
For there t>e those who bate him in their hearts, 
Call bim basebom, and since bis ways are sneet, 
And theirs are bestial, bold him less than man : 
Aod there be those who deem him more than man. 
And dream he dropt from heaven : but my belief 
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In all thii4 matter — so je care to learn — 

Sir, for ye know that in King Uther's time 

The prince and warrior Gorlols, be that held 

Tintagil castle by the Cornish sea, 

Waa wedded with a winsome wife, Tgerae: 

And daughters bad she borne him, — one whereof 

Lot's wife, the Queen of Orkney, Bellicent, 

Hath ever like a loyal sister cleaved 

To Arthur, — but a son ahe had not borne. ' 

And Uther cast npon her eyes of lovei 

But she, a alainless wife lo Gorlols, 

So loathed the bright dishonor of his love 

That Gorlols and King IJUier went to war; 

And overthrown was Gorlols and slain. 

Then IJlher in his wrath and heal besieged 

Ygeme within Tintagil, where her men, 

Seeing the mighty swarm about their walla, 

Left her and fled, and Uther enter'd in, 

And there was none to call to but himself. 

So, compass'd by the power of the king, 
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Enforced she was lo wed liim in her tears, 
And with a shameful swiftness ; afterward, 
Not many moons, King Uther died himself, 
Moaning and wailing for an heir to rule 
After him, lest the realm should go to wrack. 
And that Bame night, the night of the new year, 
By reason of the bltl«niess and grief 
That vext his mother, all before his time 
Was Arthur born, and all as soon as bom 
Deliver'd at a secret postern-gale 
To Merlin, to be holden far apart 
Until his ITour should come; because the lords 
Of that fierce day were as the lords of this. 
Wild beasts, and surely would have torn the child 
Piecemeal among them, had they known ; for each 
But sought to rule for his own self and hand, 
And many hated Uther for the sako 
Of Gorl(^ : wherefore Merlin took the child, 
And gave him to Sir Anton, an old knight 
And ancient fnend of Uther ; and his wif<a 
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yarsed die youDg prince, and reor'd him with her own; 

And no man knew : and ever since the lords 

Have fougblen like wild beasts among tbemielves, 

So that the realm has gone to wrack: but now, 

This year, when Merlin (for his hoar had come) 

Brought Arthur forth, and set him in the hall, 

Proclaiming, ' Here is Ulher'a heir, your king,' 

A hundred voices cried, ' Away with him ! 

No king of ours ! a son of GorloU he : 

Or else the child of Anton and no king, 

Or elae baseboru.' Yet Merlin thro' his crafl 

And while the people clamor'd for a king 

Had Arlhur crown'd ; but nfler, the great lords 

Banded, and so brake out in open war." . 

Then while the king debated wiih himself 
If Arthur were the child of Bhamefulnesa, 
Or bom the son of Gorlids, after death, 
Or Ulher'a son, and bom hefom his time, 
Or whether there were truth in anything 
Said by theaa three, there came to CamQliard. 
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With Gawaln and jouDg Modred, her two Eons, 
Lot's wife, the Queen of Orkney, BelUceot ; 
Whom as he could, Dot as he would, the king 
Made feast for, saying, as they sat at meat, 

" A doubtful throne is ice on summer seas ■*- 
Ye come from Arthur's court: think ye this king — 
So few his knights, however brave they be — 
Hath body enow to beat liis foemen down?" 

"0 king," she cried, "and I will tell thee : few. 
Few, bat all brave, all of one mind with him ; 
For I was near him when the savage yells 
Of Uther'a peerage died, and Arthur sat 
Crowned on the dais, and bis warriors cried, 
' Be thou the king, and we will work thy will 
Who love ihee.' Then the king in low deep tones, 
And simple words of great authority, 
Bound them by so stnut tows to his own self, 
That when they rose, knighted from kneeling, some 
Were pale aa at the passing of a ghost. 
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Some flush'd, and others dazed, as one who wakea 
Half-'blinded at the coming of a light. 

" But when be spake and cheer'd his Table Round 
With large, divioe, and comfortable words 
Beyond my tongue to tell thee — I beheld 
From eye to eye thi^' all their Order flash 
A momentary likeness of the king ; 
And ere it left their faces, thro' the cross 
And those around it and the crucified, 
Down from the casement over Arthur, smote 
Flame-color, vert, and azure, in three rays. 
One falling upon each of three fair queens, 
Who stood in silence near his throne, the friends 
Of Arthur, gazing on him, tall, with bright. 
Sweet faces, who will help him at his need. 

" And there I saw mage Merlin, whose vast wit 
And hundred winters are but as the hands 
Of loyal vassals toiling for their liege. 

" And near him stood the Lady of the lake, — 
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Who knows a Eubller magic tlian hU own, — 
Clothed in white eamite, mystic, wonderful. 
She gave the king his huge cross-hilled sword, 
Whereby to drive the heathen out : a mist 
Of incense curl'd about her, and her face 
Wellnigh was bidden in the minster gloom, 
But there was heard among tlie holy hymns 
A voice as of the waters, for she dwells 
Down in a deep, calm, whatsoever storms 
May shake the world, and, when the surface rolls, 
Hath power to walk the waters like our Lord. 

" There likewise I beheld Excalibur 
Befoi-e him at his crowning borne, the sword 
That rose from out the bosom of the lake, 
And Arthur row'd across and took it, — rich 
With jewels, elfin Urim, on the hilt, 
Bewildering heart and eye, — the blade so bright 
That men are blinded by it, — on one side, 
Graven in the oldest tongue of all this world, 
■ Take me,' but turn the blade and you shall sec^ 
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And written in the speech ye speak yourself, 
' Cast me away 1 ' and sad was Arthur's face 
Taking it, but old Merlin counsell'd him, 
' Take thou and strike 1 the time to cast away 
Is yet far off'; so this great brand the king 
Took, and by this will beat his foemen down." 

Thereat Leodc^ran rejoiced, but thought 
To sifl his doublings to the last, and ask'd, 
Fixing full eyes of question on her face, 
"The Bwallovr and the swill are near akin, 
But thou art closer to this noble prince, 
Being his own dear sister"; and she said, 
" Daughter of Gorlols and Ygeroe am I" ; 
" And therefore Arthur's sister," asked the King. 
She anawer'd, " These be secret things," and sign'd 
To those two sons to pass and let them be. 
And Gawain went, and breaking into song 
Sprang out, and foUow'd by his flying bur 
Ran like a colt, and leapt at all be saw : 
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But Modred laid his ear beside the doors, 
And there half heard ; the same that afterward 
Struck for the throne, and, striking, fonnd his doom. 

And then the Queen made answer, " Wliat know I? 
For dark mj mother was in eyes and hair, 
And dark in hur and eyes am I ; and dark 
Was Gorlois, yea, and dark was Uther too, 
Wellnigh to blackness, but this king is fair 
Beyond the race of Britons and of men. 
Moreover always in my mind I hear 
A cr; from out the dawning of my life, 
A mother weepng, and I hear her say, 
" Oil that ye bad some brother, pretty one, 
To guard thee oa the rough ways of the worid.'" 

" Ay," said the King, " and hear ye such a cry ? 
But when did Arthur chance upon thee first?" 

" O king I " she cried, « and I will teU thee tme ; 
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He found me first when yet a little maid — 

Beaten I had been for a little fault 

Whereof I waa not guilty ; and out I ran 

And flung myself down on a bank of heath, 

And hated this fair world and all tJierein, 

And wept, and wish'd that I were dead ; and he — 

I know not whether of ttimself be came, 

Or brought by Merlin, who, Uiey say, can walk 

Unseen, at pleasure — he was at my dde. 

And spake sweet words, and comforted my heart, 

And dried my tears, being a child with me. 

And many a time he came, and evermore, 

As I grew, greater grew with me ; and sad 

At times he seem'd, and sad with him was I, 

Stem too at times, and then I loved bim not, 

But sweet agun, and then I loved him well. 

And now of late I see him less and less. 

But those first days had golden hours for me. 

For then I sorely thought he would be king. 
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" But let me tell tbee now another tale : 
For Bleys, our Merlin's master, as they say, 
Died but of late, and sent bis cry to me, 
To hear him speak before he left his life. 
Shrunk like a fairy changeling lay the mage, 
And, when I enter'd, told me that himself 
And Merlin ever served about the king, 
Utber, before be died, and on the night 
When Utber in Tintagil past away 
Moaning and wailing for an heir, the two 
Left the still king, and passing forth to breathe. 
Then irom the castle gateway by the chasm 
Descending thro' the dismal night — a night 
In which the bounds of heaven and earth were lost — 
Beheld, so high upon the dreary deeps 
It seem'd in heaven — a ship, the shape thereof 
A dragon wing'd, and all from stem to stem 
Bright with a shining people on the decks, 
And gone as soon as seen : and then the two 
Dropt to the cove and watch'd the great sea fall, 
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Wave after wave, each mightier than the last, 
Till, last, a ninth one, gathering half the deep 
And full of voices, slowly rose and plunged 
Roaring, and all the wave was in a flame : 
And down the wave and in the flame was borne 
A naked babe, and rode to Merlin's feet, . 
Vfho Btoopt and caught the babe, and cried, < T^e King ! 
Here is an heir for Uther ! ' and the fiinge 
Of that great breaker, sweeping up the strand, 
Lash'd at the wizard as he spake the word, 
And all at once all round him rose in fire, 
So that the child and he were clothed in fire. 
And presently thereafter follow'd calm, 
Free sky and stars : ' And this same child,' he said, 
' Is he who reigns ; nor could I part in peace 
Till this were told.' And saying this the seer 
Went thro' the atrait and dreadful pass of death. 
Not ever to be qaestion'd any more 
Save on the further side ; but when I met 
. MerUn, and ask'd him if these things were truth, — 
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The sluiuDg dragon and the naked child 
Descending in the glorj' of the seas, — 
He laugh'd as is his wont, and answer'd me 
In riddling triplets of old time, and said : 

" ' Bain, rain, and san ! a rdnbow in the sk^ I 
A yonng man will be wiser by and by : 
An old man's wit may wander ere he die. 

Rain, run, and sun 1 a rainbow on the lea! 
And truth is this to me, and that to thee ; 
And truth or clothed or naked let it be. 

Bain, siin, and rain I and (he free blossom blown : 
Sun, rain, and sun I and where is he who knows ? 
From the great deep to the great deep he goes.' 

" So Merlin, riddling, anger'd me ; but thou 
Fear not to give this king tbine only child, 
Guinevere : so great bards of him will sing 
Hereafter, and dark sayings from of old 
Ranging and ringmg thro' the minds of men. 
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And echo'd hy old folk beside their fires 
For comfort after their wage-work is doae, 
Speak of the king ; aod Merlin in otir time 
Hath spoken also, not in jest, and sworn, 
Tho' men may wound him, that he will not die, 
Bnt pass, agun to come ; and then or now 
Utterly smite the heathen underfoot, 
Till these mid all men hail him for their king." 

She spake and King Leodogran rejoiced, 
Bat masing " Shall I answer jea or nay ? " 
Doubted and drowsed, nodded and slept, and saw, 
Dreaming, a slope of land that ever grew, 
Field after field, up to a height, the peak 
Haze-hidden, and thereon a phantom king, 
Kow looming, and now lost ; and on the slope 
The sword rose, the bind fell, the herd was driven, 
Fire glimpsed ; and all the land from roof and rick 
In drifts of smoke before a rolling wind 
Stream'd to the peak, and minted with the haze 
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And made it thicker ; while the phantom Ung 

Sent out at times a vdce ; and here or there 

Stood one who pcHDted toward the voice, the rest 

Slew on and burnt, crying, " No kmg of ours, 

No son of Utber, and no king of ours " ; 

Till with a wink hia dream was changed, the bate 

Descended, and the solid earth became 

As nothing, and the king stood out in heaTon, 

Crown'd ; and Leodogran awoke, and sent 

Ulfins, and Brastias, and Bedirere 

Back to the court of Arthur answering yea. 

Then Arthur charged his warrior whom he lored 
And honor'd most. Sir Lancelot, to ride forth 
And bring the Queen;— and watch'd him irom the 

gates: 
And Lancelot past away among the flowen, 
(For then was latter April) and retnm'd 
Amcmg the flowers, in May, with Guinevere. 
To whom arrived, by Dubric the high saint* 
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Chief of the church in Britain, and before 

The BtatelieBt of her altar-shrines, the king 

That morn was married, while in HtainleBs white, 

The fair beginoerB of a nobler time, 

And glorying in their tows and him, hb knighta 

Stood nnnd him, and rejoidng in his jay. 

And holy Dubric spread bia hands and spake, 

" Beign ye, and live and love, and make the world 

Other, and may thy Queen be one with thee, 

And all this Order of thy Table Bound 

Fulfil the boundless papdse of their king." 

Then at the marriage feast came in from Rome, 
The slowly-fading mistress of the world. 
Great lords, who claim'd the tribute as of yore. 
But Arthur spake, " Behold, for these have sworn 
To fight my wars, and worship me their king { 
The old order changeth, yielding place to new; 
And we that fight for our fair father Christ, 
Seeing that ye be grown too weak and old 
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To drive the heathen from your Roman wall, 
So tribute will we pay " : so those great lords 
Drew back in wrath, and Arthur strove with Borne. 

And Arthur and his knighthood for a space 
Were all one will, and thro' that strength the king 
Drew in the pettj princedoma under him, 
Fought, and in twelve great battles overcame 
The heathen hordes, and made a realm and reign'd. 
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Frou noiaeful arms, and acts of prowess done 
In tournament or tilt, Sir Peravale, 
Whom Arthnr and hia knighthood call'd The Pure, 
Had pass'd into the silent life of prayer, 
Priuse, tost, and alms ; and leaving for the cowl 
The helmet in an abbe; far away 
From Camelot, there, and not long atler, died. 

And one, a fellow-monk among the rest, 
Ambroaina, lored him much beyond the rest, 
And hoQor'd him, and wrought into his heart 
A way by love that waken'd love within, 
To answer that which came : and as they sat 
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Beneath a world'old jew^tree, darlceniDg half 
The cloistei-3, on a gustfal April mom 
That puff'd the swaying branches into smoke 
Above them, ere the summer when he died, 
The monk Ambrosius question'd Percivale : — ' 

" brother, I have seen this yew-tree smoke, 
Spring afler spriog, for half a hundred years: 
For never have I known the world without. 
Nor ever strayed beyond the pale: but thee, 
When first thou earnest, — such a courtesy 
Spake thro* the limbs and in the voice, —I knew 
For one of those who eat in Arthur's hall ; 
For good ye are and bad, and like to coins, 
Some true, some light, but every one of yon 
Stamp'd with the image of the king ; and now 
Tell me, what drove thee from the Table Bound, 
My brother? was it earthly passion crost?" 

"Nay," paid the knight ; " for no such passion mine. 
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But the sweet Tuion of the H0I7 Grail 

Drove me ftom all Taingloiies, rivalries, 

And earthlj heats that spring and sparkle out 

Among us in the jonsts, while women watch 

Who wins, who falls ; and waste the spiritual strength 

Within ns, better offer'd np to Heaven," 

To whom thg monk : " The H0I7 Grail ! — I tmst 
We are green in Heaven's ejes ; but here too much 
We moulder, — as toothings without I mean, — 
Yet one of your own knights, a guest of oars, 
Told ns of this in our refector7, 
But spake with such a sadness and so low 
We heard not half of what he said. What is it ? 
Ihe phantom of a cup that comes and goes ? " 

" Nay, monk ! what phantom ? " answer'd Ferdvale. 
" The cup, the cup itself, from which our Lord 
Drank at the last sad supper with his own. 
This, from the blessed land of Aromat — 
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After the day of darkness, when tbe dead 
Went wandering o'er Moriah, the good eaint, 
Arimathtean Joeeph, journeying brought 
To Glastonbury, where the winter thorn 
BlossomB at Christmas, mindfal of our Lord. 
And there awhile it bode ; and if a man 
Could toachor see it, be was beal'd at once. 
By iaith, of all hb ills ; but then the times 
Grew to each evil that the Holy cup 
Was caught away to Heaven and disappear'd." 

To whom the monk : " From our old books I know 
That Joseph came of old to Glastonbary, 
And there tbe beatben Prince, Arriragus, 
Gave bim an isle of marsh whereon to build 
And there he built with wattles from the marah 
A little lonely churcb in days of yore. 
For 80 they say, these books of ours, but seem 
Mate of tins miracle, far as I have read. 
But who fint saw the holy thing to^y ? " 



t* Google 



THB HOLT QRAIL. 

" A woman," aOBwered Fercivalo, " a nan. 
And one no iurtber off in blood from me 
Than sister ; and if ever holy maid 
With knees of adoration wore the' atone, 
A bol7 maid ; tho' never m^den glow'd. 
But that was in her earlier maidenhood, 
With such a fervent flame of human love. 
Which being rudely blunted glanced and shot 
Only to holy things ; to prayer and praise 
She gave herself, to iast and alms ; and yet. 
Nun as she was, the scandal of the Court, 
Sin against Arthur and'the Table Round, 
And the strange sound of an adulterous race 
Across the iron grating of her cell 
Beat, and she pray'd and lasted all the more. 

" And he to whom she told her sins, or what 
Her all but utter whiteness held for sin, 
A man wellnigh a hundred winters old. 
Spake often with her of the Holy Grail, 
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A legend handed down thro' fire or nx, 

And each of these a hundred winters old. 

From our Lord's time ; and when King Arthur made 

His table round, and all men's hearts became 

Clean for a season, sarely he had thought 

Th^t now the Holy Grail would come again ;, 

But sin broke oat. Ah, Christ, that it would come, 

And heal ibe world of all their wickedness I 

' Father ! ' asked the mtuden, ' might it come ' 

To me by prayer and &sting F ' ' Nay,' said he, 

' I know not, for thy heart is pure as enow.' 

And BO she pray'd and fasted, till the sun 

Shone, and the wind blew, thro' her, and I thought 

She mig^t bare risen and floated when I saw her. 

" For on a day she sent to speak with me. 
And when she came to speak, behc4d her eyes 
Beyond my knowing of them, beautiful. 
Beyond all knowing of them, wonderful. 
Beautiful in the light of hoUnest. 
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And ' my brother, Perdvale,' she siud, 

* Sweet brother, I have Been the Holy Grail : 

For, waked at dead of night,! heard a sound 

As of a silver horn from o'er the hills 

Blown, and I thought it is not Arthur's use 

To hunt by moonlight, and the slender sound 

As from a distance beyond distance grew 

Coming upon me, — O never harp nor bom, 

Nor augbt we blow with breath, or touch with hand, 

Was like that music as it came ; and tbqn 

Stream'd thro' my cell a cold and silver beam, 

And down the long beam stole the Holy Grail, 

Rose-red with beatings in it, as if alive. 

Till all the white walls of my cell were dyed 

With rosy colors leaping on the wall s 

And then the music faded, and the Grail 

Passed, and the beam decay'd, and from the walls 

The rosy quiverings died into the night 

So now the Holy Thing is here again 

Among us, brother, fast thou too and pray. 
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And tell ih^ brother knights to fast and ptaj, 
That so perchance the vision may be seen 
By thee and those, and all the world be heal'd.' 

" Then leaving the pale nun, I spake of thia 
To all men ; and myself fasted and pray'd 
Always, and many among ua many a week 
Fasted and pray'd even to the uttermost, 
Expectant of the wonder that would be. 

" And one there was among us, ever moved 
Among us in white armor, Galahad. 
' God make thee good as thou art beaudfiil,' 
Said Arthur, when he dubb'd him knight ; and none. 
In BO young youth, was ever made a knight 
Till Galahad ; and this Galahad, when he heard 
My sister's vision, flll'd me with amaze ; 
Sia eyes became bo like her own, they seem'd 
Hera, and himself her brother more tb*a I. 
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" Sister or brother none had he ; but some 
Caird faim a Eon of Lancelot, and some said 
Begotten b; enchantment, — ehatlerers, they, 
Like birds of passage piping up and down 
That gape for flies, — we know not whence ihey come ; 
For when was Ijancelot wanderingly lewd ? 

" But slie, the wan, sweet maiden shore away 
Gean from her forehead all that wealth of htur 
Which made a silken mat-work for her feet ; 
And out of this she plaited broad and long 
A strong sword-belt, and wove with silver thread 
Andcrimson inthe belt a strange device, 
AcrimsoDgrail within a »lver beam ; 
And saw the bright boy-knigbt, and bound it on him 
Saying, ' My knight, my love, my knight of heaven. 
thou, my love, whose love is one with mine, 
I, maiden, round thee, maiden, bind my belt. 
Go forth, for thou sbalt see what I have seen, 
And break tbre* all, till one will crown Owe king 
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Far ID tbe spuitual city ' : and as she spake 
She Eeat the deathless passion in her e3'es 
Thro' him, and made him here, and laid her mind 
On him, and be believed in her belief. 

" Then came a year of miracle : brother, 
In our great hall there stood a vacant chair, 
Fashion'd hj Merlin ere he past away. 
And carrea with strange figures ; and in and out 
The figures, like a serpent, ran a scroll 
Of letters in a tongue no man conld read. 
And Herlin call'd it * The Siege perilous,' 
Perilous for good and ill ; ' for there,' he said, 
' No man could git but he should lose himself' : 
And once by misadvertence Merlin sat 
In his own chair, and so was lost ; but he, 
Galahad, when he heard of Merlin's doom. 
Cried, ' If I lose myself I save myself ! ' 

" Then on a summer mght it came to pass. 



THE BOLT OBAIL. 

While the great banquet lay along the ball, 
That Grftlabad would sit down in Merlin's chair. 

" And alt at once, as tbere we sat, we heard 
A cracking and a rivbg of the roofs. 
And rending, and a blast, and orerhead 
Thunder, and in (he thunder was a cry. 
And in the blast there smote along the hall 
A beam of light seven times more clear than day : 
And down the long beam stole the Holy Grail 
AH over cover'd with a luminous doad, 
And none might see who bare it, and it past. 
But every knight beheld his fellow's face 
As ia a glory, and all the knights arose, 
And stariag each at other like damb mea 
Stood, till I found a voice and sware a vow. 

" I sware a vow before them all, that I 
Because I had not seen the Grail, would ride 
A twelvemonth and a day in qoeat of it, 
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Until I found and saw it, as the nun 
H7 Bister EEW it ; and Galahad sware the vow. 
And good Sir Bors, our Lancelot's cousin, aware, 
And Lancelot sware, and many among the knights, 
And Gawain aware, and louder than the rest 

" Then spake the monk Ambrosiua, asking him, 
' What said the king ? Did Arthur take the vow ? ' 

" Nay, for, my lord, (said Fercivale,) the king 
Was not in Hall : for early that same day, 
'Scaped thro' a cavem from a bandit holdt 
An outraged maiden sprang into the hall 
Crying on help : for all her ahining hair 
Was smear'd with earth, and either milky arm 
Bed-rent with hooks of bramble, and all she vcat ■ 
Torn as a sail, that leaves the rope, is lorn 
In tempest : bo the king arose and went 
To smoke the scandalous hive of those wild bees 
That made such honey in hb realm : howbeit 
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Some little of this marvel he too hbw, 
Betumiog o'er the plain that then begun 
To darkeo under Camelot ; whence the Hog 
Look'd up, calling alcmd, ' Lo there I the roofa 
Of our great Hall are rolled in thunder-smoke ! 
Fray Heaven they be not emitten b; tbe boll.' 
For dear to Arthur was that hall of ours, 
As having there so oft with all his knights 
Feasted, and as the stateliest under heaven. 

" brother, bad joa known our mighty hall, 
Which Merlin built for Arthur long ago ! 
For all the sacred mount of Camelot, 
And all the dim rich city, roof by roof, 
Tower after tower, spire beyond spire, 
By grove, and garden-lawn, and rushing brook, 
Climbs to the mighty hall that Merlin bnilt. 
And fotur great zones of sculpture, set betwixt 
With many a mystic symbol, gird the hall : 
And in the lowest beasts are slaying men. 
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And in tbe second men are Blaying beaata, 
And on the third are warriors, perfect men, 
And OD the fourth are men with groning wings, 
And over all one staUie in the mould 
or Arihur, made by Merlin, with a crown. 
And peak'd wings pointed to the Northern Star. 
And eastward fronts the statue, and the crown 
And both the wings are made of gold, and flame 
At sunrise till the people in for fields. 
Wasted so oflen by the heathen hordes. 
Behold it, crying, ' We have still a king.' 

"And, brother, had you known our hall within, 
BroSder and higher than any in all the lands I 
Where twelve great windows blazon Arthur's wars. 
And all the Ught that falls upon the board 
Streams thro' the twelve great battles of our king. 
Nay, one there is, and at the eastern end, 
Wealthy with 'wandering lines of mount and mere, 
^hpra Arthur finda the brand Ezcalibar. 
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And also one to the west, and counter to it, 
And blank : and who ahall blazon it ? when and how ? 
O then, percbance, wbeti all our wara are done, 
The brand Excalibur will be cast away. 



** So to this ball full quickly rode the king, 
In horror lest the work by Merlin wrought, 
Dreamlike, should on the sudden vanish, wrapt 
In no remorseful folds of rolling fire. 
And in he rode, and up I glanced, and saw 
The golden dragon sparkling over all : 
And many of those who barnt the hold, their arms 
Hack'd, and their foreheads grimed with smolft, and 

•ear'd, 
FoUow'd, and in among bright faces, ours 
Full of the vision, prest : and then the King 
Spake to me, being nearest, ' Percivale,' 
(Because the Hall was all in tumult — Hime 
Vowing, and some protesting), ' what is thin ? ' 
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" brother, when I told him what had chanced, 
M7 Biater's riuon, and Ihe reel, hb iace 
Darken'd, as I have seen it more than once, 
When E6ine brave deed seem'd to be done in vain. 
Darken ; and ' Woe is me, my knights ! ' he cried, 
' Had I been here, ye had not awom the vow.' 
Bold was mine answer, * Had thyself been here, 
My king, thon woaldst have awom.' 'Yea, yea,' 

said he, 
' Art thon so bold and hast not seen the grail F ' 

'"Nay, Lord, I heard the sound, I saw the light, 
Bnt since I did not see the Holy Thing, 
I sw^ a vow to follow it till I saw.' 

" Then when he asked us, knight by knight, if any 
Had seen it, all their answers were as one, 
' Nay, Xiord, and therefore have we awom our vows.' 

" ' Lo now,' said Arthur, ' have ye seen a clonil ? 
What go ye into the wilderness lo see ? ' 



" Then Galahad on the suddeo, and in a roico 
ShriUiog aloDg the hall to Arthur, call'd, 
♦ But I, Sir Arthur, aaw the H0I7 Gnul, 
I saw the Holy Grail and beard a cry — 
O Galahad, and O Galahad, follow me.* 

" ' Ah, Galahad, Galahad,' eaid the Ejng, ' for Buch 
As thou art ia the vision, not for these. 
Tby holy nun and thou hare eeen a sign; 
Holier is none, my Penavale, than she, — 
A sign to maim this Order which I made.' 
But you, that foUow but the leader's bell,' 
(Brother, the king was hard upon his kni^ts,) 
' Taliesain is onr fullest throat of song, • 

And one hath snng and all the dumb will sing. 
Lancelot is Lancelot, and hath orerbome 
FIyc knights at once, and every younger knight, 
UnproTen, holds himself as Lancelot, 
Till, oTerboroe by one, he learos, — and ye. 
What are ye ? Galabads, — noj nor Ferdvalea ' 
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(For thog it pleased the king to range me cloee 

After Sir Galahad) ; ' nay,' said he, ' but men 

With strength and will to right the wrong'd, of power 

To hiy the sudden heads of violence flat. 

Knights that in twelve great battles spUsh'd and dyed 

The strong White Horse in his own heathen blood, — 

But one hath seen, and all the blind will see. 

G!o, since ynur vows are sacred, being made, — 

Yet, for ye know the cries of all my realm 

Pass ihro' this hall, how often, O my knights. 

Your places being vacant at my side, 

The chance of noble deeds wilt come and go 

Unchallenged, while you follow wandering fires 

Lost in the quagmire : many of you, yea most, 

Return no more : ye think I show myself 

Too dark a prophet : come now, let us meet 

The morrow mom once more in one full field 

Of gracious pastime, that once more the king, 

Before you leave him for this quest, may count 

The yet unbroken strength of all his knights, 

Btgoicing in that Order which he made.' 



" So when Ibe sun broke next from andergroand. 
All the great table of our Arthur closed 
Aod clash'd in such a tourney and bo full, 
So many lances broken, — never yet 
Had Camelot seen the like since Arthur came. 
And I myself and Galahad, for a strength 
Was in ns from the vision, overthrew 
So many knights that all the people cried. 
And almost burst the barriers in their heat. 
Shouting ' Sir Galahad and Sir Fercivale ! * 

" But when the next day brake from underground, — 
brother, had yon known our Camelot, 
Built by old kings, age after age, bo old 
The kmg himself had fears that it would fall. 
So strange and rich, and dim ; for where tlie roofs 
Totter'd toward each other in the sky 
Met foreheads all along the street of those 
Who watch'd us pass ; and lower, and where the long 
Rich galleries, lady-laden, weigh'd the nedcs 
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Of dragons clinging to the crazy walls, 
Thicker than drops from thunder ehowers of flowers 
Fell, as we past ; and men and boys astride 
Oa wyvem, lion, dragon, grifGn, swan. 
At all the corners, named ub each hj name, 
Calling < God speed ! ' but in the street below 
The knights and ladies wept, and rich and poor 
Wept, and the king himself could hardly speak 
For sorrow, and in the middle street the queen, 
Who rode by Lancelot, w^I'd and shriek'd alond, 
' This madness has come on us for our sins.' 
And then we reach'd the weirdly sculptured gate. 
Where Arthur's ware were render'd mystically. 
And thence departed every one his way. 

" And I was lifted up in iieart, and thought 
Of all my late-Ehown prowess in the lists, 
How my strong lance had beaten down the knights. 
So many and famous names ; and never yet 
Had heaven appear'd so blue, nor earth so green, 



For all my blood danced in me, and I knew 
That I should light upon the Holy GraiL 

"ThereaRer, the dark warning of onr king, 
That most of uB would follow wandering fires. 
Came like a driving gloom across mj ndnd. ^ 

Then every evil word I had spoken once. 
And eveiy evil thoaght I had thought of old. 
And every evil deed I ever did. 
Awoke and cried, ' Tfiis quest is not for ibee' 
And lifting up mine eyes, I found myself 
Alone, and in a land of sand and thorns, 
And I was thirs^ even unto death ; 
And I, too, cried, ' This quest is not for thee.' 

" And oa I rode, and when I thought my thirst 
Would slay me, saw deep lawns, and then a brook, 
fVith one sharp rapid, where the crisping wlula 
Play'd ever back upon the sloping wave, 
And took both ear and eye ; and o'er the brook 
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Were apple-trees, and apples by the brook 
Fallen, and on the lawns, ' I will rest heie,' 
I said, ' I am not worthy of the quest ' ; 
But even while I drank the brook, and ate 
The goodly apples, all these thtngB at once 
Fell into dust, and I was left alone. 
And thirsting, in a land of sand and thorns. 

" And then behold a woman at a door 
Spinning, and &ir the house whereby she sat; 
And kind the woman's eyes and innooent^ 
And all her bearing gracious; and she rose 
Opening her arms to meet me, as who should say, 
' Best here,' but when I touched her, lo I she too 
Fell into duat and nothing, and the house 
Became no better tban a broken shed. 
And in it a dead babe ; and also this 
Fell into dost, and I was left alone. 

" And on i rode, and greater was my thirsL 
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Then dasb'd a yellow gleam across the world, 
And where it smote the ploughshare in the field. 
The pbaghmaa left his ploughing, and fell down 
Before it ; where it glitter'd on her pail, 
The milkmiud left her milking, imd fell down 
Before it, and I knew not why ; but thought 
' The Bun is rising,' tho' the sun had risen. 
Then was I ware of mie that on me moved 
In golden andbr, with a crown of gold 
About a casque all jewels ; and his horse 
In golden armor jewell'd everywhere ; 
And on the splendor came, flashing me blind ; 
And seem'd to me the Lord of all die world, 
Being so huge : but when I thoaght he meant 
To crash me, moving on me, lo ! he too 
Opened his anns to embrace me as he came. 
And up I went and touch'd him, and he too 
Fell into dust, and I was left alone 
And wearied in a land of sand and thorns. 



" And on I rode and fonnd a mightj hill, 
And on the top a tity wall'd : the Bpirea 
Frick'd with incredible pinnaclea into heaven. 
And by (he gateway Btirr'd s crowd ; and these 
Cried to me, climbing, ' Welcome, Percivale ! 
Thou mightiest and thon purest among men 1' 
And glad was I and clomb, bat found at top 
Ko man, nor any voice; and thenceJ past 
Far thro' a rninoos dlj, and I saw 
Hiat man had once dwelt there ; bat there I fonnd 
Only one man of an exceeding age. 
' Where is that goodly company,' said I, 
' That so cried npon me P ' and be had 
Scarce any voice to answer, and yet gasp'd 
' Whence and what art tbou ? ' and even as he spoke 
Fell into dust, -and disappear'd, and I 
Was left alone once more, and cried, in gnef, 
• Lo, if 1 find the Holy GraU itselft 
And tonch it, it will cramble into dnst.' 
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" And tbence I dropt info a lonly vale, 
Low &s the hill was high, and where the vale 
"Was lowest found a chapel, and thereby 
A holy hermit in a hermitage, 
To whom I told my phantoms, and he ei^d : 

" ' O son, thoa hast not true humiliqr, 
. The highest virtue, mother of them all ; 
For when the Lord of all things made Himself 
Naked of glory for His mortal change, 
" Take thon my robe," she said, " for all is thine," 
And all her form shone forth with sudden light 
So that the angeb were amazed, and she 
Follow'd him down, and like a flying star 
Led on the gray-hair'd wisdom of the East ; 
But her thou hast not known : for what is this 
Thou thoughtest of thy prowess and thy sins ? 
Thou hast not lost thyself to save thyself 
As Galahad.' When the hennit made an end, 
la silver armor suddenly Galahad shone 
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Before us, and agxinst the diapel ioat 

Lud lance, and entered, and we knelt in pr^er. 

And there the hermit slaked my borning thint ; 

And at th« sacriag of the mass I saw 

The hoi; elements alone ; bnt he 

' Saw je no more ? I, Cralahad, saw the Gnul, 

The H0I7 Grail, descend upon the shrine : 

I saw the fleiy face as of a child 

Tliat smote itself into the bread, and went, 

And hither am I come ; and never yet 

Hath what thj sister taught me first to see, 

This holy thing, fiul'd from my ^de, nor come 

Cover'd, but moving with me night and day, 

Fmnter by day, hat always in the night 

Blood-red, and sliding down the blacken'd marsh 

Blood-red, and on the naked mountain top 

Blood-red, and in the sleefnng mere below 

Blood-red : and in the strength of this I rode 

Shattering all evil customs everywhere, 

And past thro' Pagan realms, and made them mine. 



t* Google 



THE HOLT OKAII,. 6 

And dash'd with Fagan hordes, and bore them down, 
And broke thro' a]l, and ia the strength of this 
Come victor : but 1117 Gme is bard at hand, 
And hence I go ; and one will crown me kiag 
Far in the spiritual city ; and come thoa too^ 
For thou abalt see the vision when I go.' 

" While thns he spake, hia eye, dwelling on mine. 
Drew me, with power upon me, till I grew 
One with him, to believe as he believed. 
Then when the day began to wane we went. 

" Then rose a hill that none but man could climb, 
Scair'd with a hundred wintry watercourses, — 
Storm at the top, and, when we gain'd it, storm 
Boand as and death ; for every moment glanced 
His silver arms and gloom'd : so quick and thick 
The lightninga here and there to lefl and right 
Struck, till the dry old trunks about ns, dead, 
Tea, tottea with a hundred years of death, 
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Spr&Qg Into fire ; and at the base we fbnnd 

On ^iher band, as far as eje could see, 

A great black swamp and of an evil smellt 

Port black, part whiten'd with the bones of men, 

Not to be crost save that some andent king 

Had built a way, where, linked with many a bridge, 

A tboQgand piers ran into the Great Sea. 

And Galahad fled along them bridge hy bridge, 

And every bridge as quickly as be crost 

Sprang into fire and vanish'd, tho" I yeam'd 

To follow ; and thrice above bim all the heavens 

Open'd and blazed with thunder such as aeem'd 

Shoatings of all the sons of God : and first 

At once I saw him far on the great sea. 

In Bilver-shining armor starry^clear ; 

And o'er bis head the holy vessel hung 

CiMbed in white samite or a luminous cloud. 

And with exceeding swiftness ran the boat, 

If boat it were, — I saw not whence it came. 

And when the heavens' open'd and blazed again * 
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Soaring, I saw bim like a silver star,^ 
And had he set the sail, or had the boat 
Become a living creature clad with wings ? 
And o'er his head the holy vesael hung 
Redder than an; rose, a joy to me. 
For now I knew the veil had been withdrawn. 
Then in a moment when they blazed agtdn 
Opening, I saw the least of little slars 
Down on the waste, and straight beyond the star 
I saw the spiritual city and all her spires 
And gateways in a glory like one pearl, 
N^o larger, tfao' the goal of all the saints, 
Strike from the sea ; and from the star there shot 
A rose-red sparkle to the city, and tbere 
Dwelt, and I knew it was the Holy Grail, 
Which never eyes on earth again shall see. 
Then fell the floods of heaven drowning the deep. 
And how my feet recrose'd the deathful ridge 
No memory in me lives ; but that I touch'd 
The chapel-doors at dawn, I know ; and thence 
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Taking my war-horse from the holy man, 
Glad that no phantom Text me more, retum'd 
To whence I came, the gate of Anbor'B wars." 

" brother," ask'd Ambrosias, " for in sooth 
These ancient hooka — and thej would win thee - 

teem. 
Only I find not there ttus Holy Gnul, 
With miracles and marveb like to these, 
2f ot all unlike ; which oAentime I read, 
Who read but on my breviary with ease. 
Till my head snims ; and then go forth and pass 
Down to the little thorpe that lies go close, 
And almost plastered like a martin's neat 
To these old walls, — and mingle with our folk • 
And knowing every honest face of theirs, 
As well as ever shepherd knew his sheep. 
And every homely secret in their hearts, ' 
Delight myself with gossip and old wives. 
And ills and aches, and leethiugs, lyings-in, 



t* Google 



THE HOLT GRAIL. 

And mirthful sayings, children of the place, 
That have no meaning half a leagne away : 
Or lulling random squabbles when they rise, 
CbaSeringa and chatt«rings at the market-cross, 
Rejoice, small man, in this small norld of mine, 
Tea, even in their hens and in their eggs : 
O hrother, saving this Sir Galahad 
Came ye on none but phantoms in your quest. 
No man, no woman ? " 

Then, Sir Ferdvale ; 
" All men to one so bonnd by such a tow 
And women were as phantoms. O my brother, 
Why wilt thoa shame me to confess to thee 
How far I falter'd from my quest and vow ? 
For after I bad lain so many nights 
A bedmate of the snail and eft and snake, 
In grass and bnrdock, I was changed to wan 
And meagre, and the vision had not come. 
And then I chanced upon a goodly town 
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With one great dwelling in the middle of it ; 
Whither I made, and there was I dieanned 
By maiden^ each as fair as any flower : 
Bat when they led me into hall, behold 
The Princess of that castle was the one, 
Brother, and that one only, who had ever 
Made my heart leap ; for when I moved of old 
A slender page about her father's hall. 
And she a slender maiden, all my heart 
Went after her with longing : yet we twain 
Had never kisa'd a kiss, or vow'd a vow. 
And now I came upon her once ag^n. 
And one had wedded her, and be was dead. 
And all bis land and wealth and state were hen. 
And while I tarried, every day she set 
A banquet richer than the day before 
By me ; for all her longing and her will 
Was toward me as of old ; till one iair mom, 
I walking to and iro beside a stream 
That flasb'd across her orchard underneath 
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Her castle valla, she stole upon m^ valk. 

And calling me the greatest of all knights, 

Embraced me, and so kiss'd me the first time. 

And gave herself and all her wealth to me. 

Then I remember'd Arthor's naming word. 

That most of us would follow wanderuig fires, 

And the quest &ded in my heart. Anon, 

The heads of all her people drew to me, 

"With supplicatioa both of knees and tongue. 

' We have heard of thee : thou art oar greatest 

knight : 
Our Lady says it, and we well believe : 
"Wed thou oQF Lady, and rule over us. 
And thou shalt be as Arthur in oar land.' 
O me, my brother ! but one night my vow 
Burnt me within, so that I rose and Bed, 
But wail'dand wept, and hated mine own self. 
And ev'n the Holy Quest, and all but her. 
Then after I was join'd with Galahad 
Cared not for her, nor anything upon earth." 
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Then said the roook, " Poor men, when jule is cold, 
Must be content to sit by Uttie fires. 
And this lua I, so that je care for me 
Ever 60 little ; yea, and blest be Heaven 
That brought thee here to this poor house of oara, 
■Where all the brethren are so hard, to warm 
M; cold heart with a friend : bnt O the pity 
To find thine own first love once more, — to hold, 
Hold her a wealthy bride within thine arms, 
Or all but hold, and then — cast her aside. 
Foregoing all her Bweetness, like a weed. 
For we that want the warmth of double life. 
We that are plagued with dreams of sometbing sweet 
Beyond all sweetness in a life so rich, — 
Ah, blessed Lord, I speak too earthly-wise. 
Seeing I never stray'd beyond the celt, 
But live like an old badger in his earth, 
With earth about htm everywhere, despite 
AH &Bt and penance. Saw ye none beside, 
Zfone of yonr knights ? " 
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" Tea so," Enid Ferdvale, 
" One night mjr pathway swerving eaBi, I saw 
The pelican on the casque of onr Sir Bora 
All in the middle of the rising moon : 
And toward him spniyd and hail'd him, and he me, 
And each made joy of eitlier ; then he ask'd, 
' Where is he ? hast thou seen him — Laacebt F ' 

' Once,' 
Said good Sir Bors, ' he dash'd across me — mad, 
And maddening what he rode ; and when I cried, 
" Ridest thou then so hotly on a quest 
So holy ? " Lancelot shouted, " Stay me not 1 
I have been the sluggard and I ride apace. 
For now there is a Uon in the way." 
So vanish'd.' 

« Then Sir Bors had ridden on 
Softly and sorrowing for our Lancelot. 
Because his former madness, once the talk 
And scandal of oar table, had ratum'd ; 
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For Lancelot's kith and kin adore bim so 
That ill to him is ill to them ; to Bon 
Beyond the rest : he well had been content 
Xot to have seen, so Lancelot might have seen, 
The holy cap of healing; and, indeed. 
Being BO donded with his grief and lore. 
Small heart was his afler the holy quest : 
If God would send the vision, well; if not, 
The Qnest and he were in the hands of Heaven. 

"And then, with small adventure met, Sir Bon 
Bode to the lonest tract of all the realm, 
And found a people there among their crags, 
Oar race and blood, a remnant that were left 
Paynim amid their drcles, and the atones 
They pilch up straight to heaven : and thdr wise men 
Were strong in that old magic which can trace 
The wandering of the stars, and scoffd at him, 
And this high quest as at a simple thing : 
Told him he follow'd — almost Arthur's words ■ — 
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A mocking fire : 'what other fire than he. 
Whereby the blood beats, and the blossom blows, 
And the sea rolb, and all the world is warm'd ? ' 
And when hU answer chafed them, ite rough crowd. 
Hearing he had a difference with their priests, 
Seized turn, and bound and plunged him into a cell 
Of great piled stones ; and lying bonnden there 
In darkness thro' innumerable hours 
He heard the hollow-ringing heavens sweep 
Over bim, till by miracle — what else? — 
Heavy as it was, a great stone slipt and fell. 
Such as no wind conld move : and thro' the gap 
Glimmer'd the streaming scud : then came a niglit 
Slill as the day was load ; and thro' the gap 
The seven clear stars of Arthur's Table Round, — 
For, brother, so one nighty because tbey roll 
Thro' such a ronnd in heaven, we named the stars, 
Bejoicing in ourselves and in our king, — 
And these like bright eyes of familiar friends 
In on him shone, ' And then to me, to me,' 
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Said good Sir Bor^ ' beyond all hopes of mine, 
Wbo uarce had praj'd or agk'd it for myself, — 
Across the sevea clear stars, — grace to me ! — 
In color like the fingers of a hand 
Before a huming l^r, the sweet Grwl 
Glided and past, and close np<») it peal'd 
A sharp quick thunder'; aflerwarda a maid 
Who kept our holy faith among her kin 
In secret, entering, loosed and let him gO>" 

To vfaom the monk : " And I remember now 
That pelican on the casque : Sir Bore it was 
Who spake so low and sadly at our hoard ; 
And mighty reverent at our grace was he : 
A sqoare-set man and honest ; and his eyea, 
An out-door sign of all the w^mth within, 
Smiled with his lips, — a smile beneath a cloud, 
But Heaven bad meant it for a Eunny one : 
Ay, ay, Sir Bors, who else ? but wheo ye reacb'd 
Tbs dty, found ye all your kaigbta return'd. 
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Or was there aooth in Arthur'a prophecy? 

Tell me, and nhat said each, and what the king." 

Then answer'd Ferdrale, " And that can I, 
Brolher, and truly ; since the living words 
Of ao great men as Lancelot and our king 
Pass not from door to door and out again, 
Bat eit within the bonse. O, when we reach'd 
The city, our horses stumhling as they trode 
Oq heaps of ruin, hornless unicorns, 
Crack'd basilisks, and splinter'd cockatrices, 
And shatter'd talbots, which had left the stones 
Baw, that they M fnun, brought as to the haU. 

"And there sat Arthur on the dais-throne, 
And those that had gone out upon the Quest, — 
Wasted and worn, and but a tithe of them, — 
And those that had not, stood before the king. 
Who, when he saw me, rose, and bade me hail, 
Saying, ' A welfare in thine eye reproves 
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Our Tear of some diuBtFous cbance for thee 

Oa hill, or plain, at sea, or flooding ford. 

So fierce a gale made havoc here of late 

Among the strange devices of our kings; 

Yea, shook this newer, stronger hall of oan. 

And from the statne Merlin moulded for us 

Half wrench'd a golden vring; but now — (be quest, 

This vision — haSt titoa seen the holy cup, 

That Joseph brought of old to Glastonbur]' ? ' 

" So when I told him all thyself hast heard, 
Ambroeius, and my fresh but fizt resolve 
To pass away into the quiet life, 
He anfwer'd not, but, sharply toming, ask'd 
Of Gawain, ' Gtawain, was this quest for thee ? 

" ' Nay, lord,' said Gawain, ' not for such as L 
Therefore I communed with a saintly man. 
Who made me sure the quest was not ftir me. 
For I was mueh awearied of the quest. 
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But found a silk paTilion in a field. 

And meny maidens in it ; and ihea thia gale 

Tore my pavilion from the tenting-pin, 

And blew my merry maidens all about 

With all discomfort; yea, and bat for this 

My twelvemonth and a day were pleasant to me.' 

" He ceased ; and Arthur tuni'd to whom at first 
He saw not, for Sir Bors, on entering, push'd 
Athwart the throng lo Lancelot, caught his hand, 
Held it, and there, halF hidden by him, stood. 
Until the king espied him, saying to him, 
' Hail, Bors ! if ever loyal man and true 
Could see it, thou hast seen the Grail,' and Bors, 
' Ask me not, for I may not apeak of it, 
I saw it ' : and the tears were in his eyes. 

" Then there remain'd but Lancelot, for the rest 
Spake but of sundry perils in the storm, 
Ferhap, like him of Cana in H<dy Writ, 
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Our Arthur kept bia best until the last 

' Thou, ttw, my Lancelot,' ask'd the King, ' my friend, 

Our mightiest, hath this quest arail'd for thee? ' 

" ' Our mightiest ! ' answer'd Lancelot, vith a groan, 
*0 king! ' and when be paused, methought I aped 
A dying fire of madness in his eyes, 
* king, my friend, if friend of thine I be, 
Happier are those that welter in their sin, 
Swine in the mud, that cannot see for slime, 
Slime of the ditch ; — but in me Inred a sin 
So strange, of such a kind, that all of pure, 
Koble, and knightly in me twined and clung 
Sound that one sin, until the wholesome flower 
And poisonous grew together, each as each, 
INbt to be pluck'd asunder ; and when thy knights 
Sware, Isware with them only in the hope 
That could I touch or see the Holy Grail 
They might be pluck'd asunder: then I spake 
To one most holy stunt, who wept and said 
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That save the^ conld be pluck'd asunder all 

My qaest were but id vtun ; to whom I row'd 

That I would work according as he will'd. 

And fortb I went, and while I ^eara'd and Mrore 

To tear the twain asunder in mj heart, 

My madness came upon me as of old 

And whipt me into waste fields far away. 

There was I beaten down by little men, 

Mean knights, to whom the moving of my sword 

And shadow of my spear had been enow 

To scare them fi-om me once ; and then I came 

All in my folly to the naked shore, 

Wide fiats where nothing but coarse grasses grew, 

But such a blast, my king, began to blow, 

So loud a blast along the shore and see, 

Ye could not hear the waters for the blast, 

Tho' heapt in mounds and ridges all the sea 

Drove like a cataract, and all the sand 

Swept like a river, and the clouded heavens 

Were shaken with the motion and the sound. 
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And blackening in the aea-foacn swaj'd a boat 

Half-swallow'd in it, uichor'd with a ctuda i 

And in mj madness to myself I said, 

" I will embark and I will loee myself, 

And in the great sea wash away my aa." 

I burst the chain, I sprang into the boat. 

Seven days I drove along the dreary deep, 

And with me drove the moon and all the stars ; 

And the wind fell, and on the seventh night 

I heard the shingle grinding in the surge. 

And felt the boat shock earth, and looking up 

Behold the enchanted towers of Carbonek. 

A castle like a rock upon a rock. 

With chasm-like portals open to the sea. 

And steps that met the breaker : there was none 

Stood near it bat a lion on each side, 

That kept the entry, and the moon was full 

Thea from the boat I leapt, and up the stairs. 

There drew my sword. With saddeu-flarlng manes 

Those two great beasts rose upright like a man. 
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Each gript a ehoulder, and I stood between, 

And, when I would have smitten them, heatd a voice, 

" Doubt no^ go forward ; if thoti doubt, the beasts 

Will tear thee [necemeal" ; then with violence 

The Bword was dash'd from out my hand and felL 

And up mto the sounding hall I past 

Bat nothing in the sounding hall I saw. 

No bench nor table, painting on the wall, 

Or shield of knight ; only Ae rounded moon 

^ro' the tall oriel on the rolling sea. 

Bat always in the qaiet bonse I heard. 

Clear as a lark, hio^ o'er me as a lark, 

A sweet voice singing in the topmost tower 

To the eastward : np I climb'd a thonsand stepa 

With pun : as in a dream I eeem'd to climb 

Forever : at the last I reacb'd a door, 

A light was in the crannies, and I heard 

" Gloty and joy and honor to onr Lord 

And to the Holy Vessel of the Grail." 

Then in my madness I essay'd the door 

*• » 
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It gave, and thro' a stormy glare, a heat 
Ab from a seven-tiraes-heated furnace, I, 
Blasted and bant, and blinded as I was, 
With Guch R fierceness that I swoon'd away. 
O, jet methought I saw the Holy Grait, 
AH pall'd in crimson samite, and around 
Great angels, awful shapes, and wings and eyes. 
And but for all my madness and my sin, 
And then my swooning, I had sworn I saw 
That which I saw ; bat what I saw was veil'd 
And coyer'd i and this quest was not for me.' 
\ 
" So speaking, and here ceasing, Lancelot left 
The ball k»ig silent, till Sir Gawain — nay, 
Brother, I need not tell thee foolish words, — 
A reckless and irreverent knight was he, 
Now holden'd by the silence of bis king, — 
Well, I will tell thee : ' O king, my liege,' he said, 
' Hath Gawain lail'd in any quest of thine ? 
When hare I stinted stroke in fougbten field ? 
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Bat as for tliine, my good friend, Ferarale, 
Thy holy nun and thou have driven men mad, 
Tea, made onr mightiest madder than onr least. 
But by mine eyes and by mine ears I swear, 
I will be deafer than the blue-eyed cat. 
And thrice as blind as any noonday owl, 
To holy virgms in their ecstasies. 
Henceforward.' 

** ' Deafer,' said the blameless King, 
' Gawiun, and blinder unto holy things 
Hope not to make thyself by idle tows. 
Being too blind to have desire to see. 
But if indeed there came a sign from heaven. 
Blessed are Botb, Lancelot, and Ferctrale, 
For these have seen according to their eight. 
For every fiery prophet in old times. 
And all the sncred madness of the bard, 
When God made music thro' Uiem, could but rpeak 
His music by the framework and the chord, 
&nd as ye saw it ye have spoken truth. 
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" ' Nay — but thou erreet, Lancelot : never yet 
Could all of true and noble in knigbt and man 
Twine round one sin, whatever it might be, 
With such a closeness, but apart there grew, 
Save that lie were the swine (hou epakeet of, 
Some root of knighthood and pure nobleness ; 
Whereto see tliou, that it may bear its flower. 

" ' And spake I not too trnly, O my knights? 
Was I too dark a prophet when 1 said 
To those who went upon the Holy Quest 
That most of them would follow wandering fires, 
X/Ost in the quagmire, — lost to me and gone, 
And left me gazing at a barren board, 
And a lean order — scarce retoru'd a tithe — 
And out of those to whom the vision came 
My greatest hardly will believe he saw ; 
Another hath beheld it afar off, 
And leaving human wrongs to right themselves, 
Cares but t« pass into the silent life. 
And one hath had the vision face to face, 
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And Doff hifl chair desires him here in run, 
However they may crown him otherwhere. 

" 'And some among jon held that if the king 
Had seen the Bight he would have awom the vow : 
Not easily, seeing that the king must guard 
That which he rules, and is but as the liind 
To whom B Epace of land is given to plough, 
Who may not wander from the allotted field 
Before his wvrk be done,; but, being done, 
Let visions of the night or of the day 
Come, as they will ; and many a time they coroe, 
Until this earth he walks on seems not earth. 
This light that strikes his eyeball is not light, 
This air that smites his forehead is not air 
But vision — yea, his very hand and foot — 
In moments when he feels he cannot die, 
And knows himself no vision to himself, 
Nor the high Giod a vision, nor that One 
Who rose again : ye have seen what ye have seen.' 

" So spake the king : I knew not all be meant." 
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Kino Artbnr made new knights to fill the gap 
Left by the Holy Qaest ; and as he sat 
In hall at old Caerleon, the high doors 
Were soflly sunder'd, and thro' these a yonth, 
Felleas, and the sweet smell of the fields 
Fast, and the sunshine came along with him. 

" Make me thy knight, because I know, Sir King, 
Ail that belongs to knighthood, and I love," 
Such was his cry; for having heard the king 
Had let proclaim a touruaDnent — the prize 
A golden circlet and a knightly sword, 
Full {tin had Felleas for his lady wra 
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The golden drdet, for himself the sword : 

And there were those who knew him near the king 

And promised for him : and Arthnr made him knight 

And this new knight, Sir Pelleas of the isles — 
Bnt lately come to his inheritance, 
And lord of many a barren isle was he — 
Riding at noon, a da; or twain brfore, 
Across the forest call'd of Dean, to find 
Caerleon and the king, had felt the san 
Beat like a strong knight on his helm, and reeTd 
Almost to falling from his horse ; bat taw , 

Near him a monnd of even-sloping ude, 
Whereon a handred stately beeches grew. 
And here and there great hollies under them. 
But for a mile all round was open space, 
And fern and heath : and slowly Felleas drew 
To that dim day, then binding his good horse 
To a tree, cast himself down ; and as be lay 
At random looking oyer the brown earth 
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Thro' that green-gloomiag twilight of the grore. 
It seem'd to Pelleas that the fern without 
Burnt as a living fire of emeralds, 
So that his e^ea were dazsled looking at it 
Then o'er it crost Ibe diituiess of a cload 
Floating, and once the shadow of a bird 
Flying, and then a fawn ; and hia eyes closed. 
And since he loved all mudens, but no maid 
In special, half awake he whisper'd, "Where? 
where ? I love thee, the' I know thee not. 
For fair thou art and pure as Guinevere, 
And I will make thee with my spear and sword 
As famous — my qaeen, my Guinevere, 
For I wQl be thine Arthur when we meet." 

Suddenly waken'd with a sound of talk 
And laughter at the limit of the wood. 
And glancing thro' the hoary boles, be saw, 
Strange as to some old prophet might have seem'd 
A vision hovering on a sea of fire, 



92 PELLKAS AKD ETTABBK. 

DamBels in divers colors like the cloud 

Of sunset and snorise, and all of them 

On horses, end the horses richlj trapt 

Breast-high in that bright line of bracken stood: 

And all the damsels talk'd confusedly, 

And one was pointing this way, and one that, 

Because the way was lost. 

And Pelleas rcae. 
And loosed his hone, and led him to the light. 
There she that seem'd the chief among them, said, 
" In happy time behold our pilot-star. 
Youth, we are damsels-errant, and we ride, 
Arm'd as ye see, to tilt i^inst the knights 
There at Caerieon, but have lost our way; 
To right? to left? straightforward? back again? 
Which? tell us quidcly." 

And Pelleas gaiing (Jiought, 
" Is Guinevere herself so beauUful ? " 
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For lai^ her viokt eyes look'd, and Iier bloom 

A rosy dawn kindled in Btainless heavens, 

And round ber limbs, mature in womanhood, 

And slender waa her hand and small her shape. 

And but for those lar^ eyes, the haunts of scorn, 

She might have seem'd a toy to trifle with, 

And pass and care no more. But while he gazed 

The beauty of her flesh abaah'd the boy. 

As tho' it were the beauty of her soul: 

For as the base man, judging of the good. 

Puts bis own liaseneBB in him by default 

Of will and nature, bo did Pelleas lend 

All the young beauty of his own soul to bersi, 

Believing ber; and when she spake to him, 

Stammer'd, and could not make her a reply. 

For out of the waste islands bad be come, 

Where saving his own sisters be bad known 

Scarce any but the women of his isles, 

Bough wives, that laugh'd and Bcream'd ag^nst the gulls, 

Makers of nets, and living from the sea. 
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Then with a slow smile tum'd the kdj ronnd 
And look'd upon her people ; and as when 
A stone b flung into some sleeping tarn, 
The circle widens till U Up (he marge, 
Spread the elow smile thro' all her company. 
Three knights were thereamong ; and they too smiled. 
Scorning hlra ; for the lady was Ettarre, 
And she was a great lady in her land. 

Again she said, " wild and of the woods, 
Knowest thou not the fashion of our speech ? 
Or have the Heavens but given thee a fair face, 
Lacking a tongue ? " 

" O damsel," aoswer'd he, 
" I Woke from dreams ; and coming out of gloom 
Was dazzled by the sudden hght, and crave 
Pardon : but will ye to Caerleon ? I 
Go likewise : shall I lead you to the King F " 
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" Lead then," she said ; and thro' the woods they went. 

And while thej rode, the meaning in his eyes, 

His tenderness of manner, and chaste awe, 

His broken utterances and basbfuhiess. 

Were all a burden to her, and in her heart 

She mutter'd, "I have lighted on a fool, 

Baw, yet so stale ! " But since her mind was bent 

On hearing, alter trumpet blown, ber name 

And title, " Queen of Beauty," in the lists 

Cried — and beholding him so strong, she thought 

That peradventure he will fight for me, 

And win the drdet : therefore flatter'd him. 

Being so gracious, that he wellnigh deem'd 

His wish by bers was echo'd; and ber knights 

And all ber damsels too were gracious to him. 

For she was a great lady. 

And when they rcacli'd 
Caerleon, ere they past to lodging, she, 
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Taking hia hand, " O the strong hand," she said, 
" See I look at mine I but wilt thou fight for me. 
And win me this fine drclet, Pelleas, 
That I may love ihee ? " 

Then his helpless heart 
Leapt, and he cried, "Ay ! wilt thou if I win ? " 
"Ay, that will I," she answer'cl, and she langh'd, 
And straitly nipt the hand, and flung it from lier ; 
Then glanced askew at those three knights of ber.i, 
Till all her ladies laugh'd along with her. 

" happy world," thought Pelleas, " all, meseems, 
Are bappy ; I the happiest of them alL" 
Nor slept that night for pleasure in his blood. 
And green wood-ways, and eyes among the leaves ; 
Then being on the morrow knighted, Bware 
To love one only. And as he came away, 
The men who met him rounded on tbeir heels 
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And wiaider'd after hitn, because his face 
SboDe like the conntenance of a priest of old 
Against the flame about a sacrifice 
Kindled by fire from heaven : so glad was he. 

Then Arthur made vast banquets, and strange knights 
From the four winds came in : and each one sat, 
Tho' served with choice from air, land, stream, aud sea, 
Oft in mid-banquet measuring with his eyes 
His neighbor's make and might : and Felleas looked 
Noble among (he noble, for he dream'd 
Hia lady loved him, and he knew himself 
Loved of the King : and him his new-made knight 
Worshipt, whose lightest whisper moved him more 
Than all the ranged reasons of the world. 

Then blush'd and brake the morning of the jonsls, 
And this was call'd " The Tournament of Youth " : 
For Artlnir, loving bis young knight, withheld 
His older and bis mightier from the lists, 



98 PBLLEAS AKD BTTAKBE. 

That Pelleas might obt^ his lady's love. 
According to her promise, and remain 
Lord of the toumey. And Arthor bad the jousts 
Down in the flat field bj the shore of Usk 
Holden : the gilded parapets were crown'd 
With &ce3, and the great tower fiU'd with eyes 
Up to the EumDnit, and the trumpets blew, 
l^ere all day long Sir Pelleas kept the field 
With honor ; bo by that strong hand of his 
The sword and golden circlet were achieved. 

Then rang the shont his lady loved : the heat 
Of pride and glory fired her face j her eye 
Sparkled ; she canght the circlet from his lance, 
And there before the people crowa'd herself: 
So for the last time she waa gracions to him. 

Then at Caerleon for a space — her look. 
Bright for all othera, cloudier on her knight— 
Linger'd Ettarre : and seeing Pelleas droop. 
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Said Guinevere, " We marvel at thee much, 

damsel, wearing this unsuDti; face 

To Lim who won thee glory ! " And she said, 
" Had ye not held yonr Lancelot in your bower, 
My Queen, he had not won." Whereat the Queen, 
As one whose foot is bitten by an ant, 
Glanced down upon her, turn'd and went her way. 

Bat afker, when her damsels, and herself. 
And those three knighu all set their faces home, 
Sir Pelleas follow'd. She that saw him cried, 
" Damsels — and yet I should be shamed to say it — 

1 cannot bide Sir Baby. Keep him back 
Among yonrselves. Would rather that we bad 
Some rough old knight who knew the worldly way. 
Albeit grizzlier than a bear, to ride 

And jest with : take him to yon, keep him oS, 
And pamper him with papmeat, if ye will, 
Old milky fables of the wolf and sbeep, 
Such as the wholesome mothers tell their boys. 
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Nay, sboald ye try him with a meny <«ie 

To find his mettle, goc»d : and if he fly ns, 

Small matter I let him." This her damsels heard, 

And mmdful of her small and cruel hand, 

They, closing round him thro' the journey home. 

Acted her hest, and always from her side 

Bestraio'd him with all manner of device. 

So that he could not come to speech with her. 

And when she gain'd her castle, upsprang the bridge, 

Down rang the grate of iron thro' the groore, 

Afxi he was left alone in open field. 

" These be the ways of ladies," Felleas thought, 
" To those who love them, trials of our feith. 
Tea, let her prove me to the uttermost. 
For loyal to the uttermost am I." 
So made his moan ; and, darkness falling, sought 
A priory not far off, there lodged, but rose 
With morning every day, and, moist or dry, 
Full-arm'd upon his charger all day long 
6at by die walls, and no one opeu'd to him. 
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And this penistence tum'd her scoro to wrath. 
Then calling her three knights, she charged them, " Out 1 
And drive him from the walls." And out they came, 
But Pelleas overthrew them as they dasb'd 
Against him one by one ; and these return'd, 
Bat still he kept his watch beneath the wall. 

Thereon her wrath became a hate ; and onc«, 
A week beyond, while walking on the walb 
With her three knights, she pointed downward, " Look, 
He hannts me — I cannot breathe — besieges me ; 
Down ! strike him I put my hate into your strokes, 
And drive him from my walls." And dRwn they went, 
And Felleas overthrew them one by one ; 
And from the tower above him cried Elture, 
" ^ind him, and bring him in." 

He beard her voice ; 
Then let the strong hand, which bad overthrown 
Her minion-knigbts, by those he overthrew 
Be bounden straight, and so they brought him in. 
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Then whea he came before Ettarre, the sight 
Of her rich beaat; made him at one glance 
More bondsman in his heart than in his bonda. 
Tet with good cheer be apake, " Behold me, Lady, 
A prisoner, and the vassal of ihj will ; 
And if thou keep me in thj donjon here, 
Content am I so that see thy face 
But once a day : for I have sworn my tows, 
And thou hast given thy promise, and I know 
That all these pains are trials of my faith, 
And that thyself, when thou hast seen me strato'd 
And sifted to the utmost, wilt at length 
Yield me thy iRve and know me for thy knight." 

Then she I>egan to rail so bitterly. 
With all her damsels, he was stricken mute; 
But when she mock'd his vows and the great 'King, 
Lighted on words : " For pity of thine own self, 
Peace, Lady, peace : is he not thine and mine ? " 
*' Thou fool," she said, " I never heard his voice 



PELLEXS AMD BTTABBE. 103 

Bat long'd to break away. Unbind him now, 
And thrast bim ont of doors ; for save he be 
Fool to the midmost marrow of his bones. 
He will return no more." And those, her three, 
Laugh'd, and unbound, and thrust him from the gate. 

And after this, a week beyond, again 
She call'd them, saying, " There he watches yet, 
There like a dog before his master's door ! 
Kick'd, he returns : do ye not hate bim, ye ? 
Ye know yourselves : how can ye bide at peace, 
Affronted with bis fulsome innocence ? 
Are ye bat creiUures of the board and bed, 
No men to strike P FaU on him all at once, 
And if ye slay him I reck not : if ye foil. 
Give ye the slave mine order to be bound, 
Bind him as heretofore, and bring him in : 
It may be ye shall slay him in bis bonds." 

She spake ; and at her will they condi'd their spears, 
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Three against one : and Gawiun pftasing hy, 

Bound upon solitary adventure, saw 

LoTF down beneaUi the shadow of those towers 

A villany, three to one ; and tliro' his heart 

The fire of honor and all noble deeds 

Flasb'd, and be cali'd, " I strike upon thy side — 

The eaitifis ! " " Nay," 3«d Felleas, " but f(ni>ear j 

He needs no lud who dotb his lady's will." 

So Gawain, looking at the villany done, 
Forbore, but in bis beat and eagerness 
Trembled and quiver'd, as the dog, withheld 
A moment from the vermin that he sees 
Before him, shivers, ere he springs and kills. 

And Pelleas overthrew them, one to three ; 
And they rose up, and bound, and brought him in. 
Then first her aoger, leaving Felleas, bum'd 
Full on her knights in many an evil name 
Of craven, weakling, and tbrice-beaten bound : 



"Yet, take him, ye that scarce are fit to touch, 
Far less to bind, your victor, and thrust him out, 
And let who will release him from his bonds. 
And if he comes again " — there she brake short ; 
And Pelleas answer'd, " Lady, for indeed 
I love^ you and I deem'd you beautiful, 
I caliDot brook to see your beauty marr'd 
Thro' evil spite : and if ye love me not, 
I cannot bear to dream you so forsworn : 
I had liefer ye vera worthy of my love, 
Thau to be loved again of you — farewell ; 
And tho' ye kill my hope, not yet my lore, 
Tex not yourself; ye will not see me more." 

While thus be spake, she gazed upon the man 
Of princely bearing, tho' in bonds, and thought, 
" Why have I push'd him from me ? this man kvei. 
If love tbera be : yet him I loved not. Why? 
I deem'd him fool P yea, bo P or that in him 
A sometfaing— was it nobler than myself P^- 
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Seem'd my reproach ? ' He is not of my kind- 
He could not love me, did he know me well. 
Nay, let him go — and quickly." And her knights 
Laugh'd not, but thrust him bounden oot of door. 

Forlh sprang Gawaic, and loosed him from his bonds, 
And flung them o'er the vails ; and afterward, 
Shaking his hands, as from a lazar's rag, 
" Fiuth of my body," he said, " and art thou oot — 
Yea thou art he, whom late our Arthur made 
Knight of his table ; yea and he that won 
The circlet? wherefore haet thou so defomed 
Thy brotherhood in me and all the rest, 
As let these caitjifs on thee work their will ? " 

And. Pelleas answer'd, " 0, their wills are hers 
For whom I won the circlet ; and mine, hers, 
Thus to be bounden, so to see her face, 
Marr'd tho' it be with spite and mockery now, 
Other than when I found her in ihe woods ; 
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And tho' she hath me boundenbut io spile, 
Aad all to flout me, when they bring me in, 
Iiet me be bounden, I shall see her &ce ; 
Else must I die thro' mine unhappinesa." 

And Gawun answer'd kindly tho' in scorn, 
" Why, let my lady bind me if ahe will. 
And let my lady beat me if ahe will : 
Bat an she aend her delegate to thrall 
These fighting bands of mine — Christ kill me then 
But I will slice him handless by the wrist, 
And let my lady sear the slump for him, 
Howl as be may. But hold me for your friend : 
Gome, ye know nothing : here I pledge my troth. 
Yea, by the honor of the Table Round, 
I will be leal to thee and work thy work. 
And tame thy jailing princess to thine hand. 
Aend me thine horse and arms, and I will say 
That I have slain thee. She will let me in 
To hear the manner of ihy fight and fall ; 
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Then, when I come within her ootuuek, then 
From prime to vespere will I chant thy praise 
As prowest knight and tmeEt lover, more 
Than any have aung thee living, till she long 
To have thee back in lusty life again, 
. ^ot to be bound, save by white bonda and wum. 
Dearer than freedom. Wherefore now thy horse 
And armor : let me go : be comforted : 
Give me three days to melt her &ney, and hope 
The third night hence will bring thee news of gold." 

Then Pelleaa lent his horse and all his arms, 
Saving the goodly sword, his prize, and took 
Giawwn'B, and said, " Betray me not, bat help — 
Art thou not he whom men call light^of-lore ? " 

" Ay," said Gawain, " for women be so light." 
Then bounded forward to the castle walls, • 

And raised a bugle hanging from his neck, 
And winded it, and that so musically 



That all -the old echoes bidden in the wall 
Rang out like hollow woods at buntjngtide. 

Up ran a score of damsela to the tower ; 
" Avauat," they cried, " our lady loves thee not," 
But Gawaia lifting up hie visor said, 
" Gawain am I, Gawain of Arthur's court, 
And I have sUun this Felleas whom ye hat« : 
Behold his home and armor. Open gate. 
And I will make you merry." 

And down they ran, 
Her damsels, crying to their lady, " Lo ! 
Felleas is dead — he told us — 'hefhathath 
His horse and armor : will ye let faim in ? 
He slew him ! Gawun, Gawain <^ the court, 
Sir Gawain — there he waits below the wall, 
Blowing his bugle as who should say him nay." 

And BO, leave given, stnught on thro' open door 
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Rode Gawmn, whom she greeted courteouslj. 
" Dead, ia it bo ? " she aak'd. " Ay, ay," said he, 
" And oft in dying cried upon yonr name." 
" Pity on him," she anawer'd, " a good knight, 
But never let me bide one hour at peace." 
" Ay," thought Gawain, " and ye be feir enow : 
But I to your dead man have given my troth. 
That whom ye loathe him will I make you love." 

So tho§e three days, aimless about the land, 
Lost in a dotibt, Pelleas wandering 
W^ted, until the third night brought a moon' 
With promise of lai^ light on woods and ways. 

The night was hot : he could not rest, but rode 
Ere midnight to her walls, and bound his horBe 
Hard by the gates. Wide open were the gates, 
And no watch kept ; and in thro' these he past. 
And heard but his own steps, and his own heart 
Beating, for nothing moved but his own self, 
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And his own shadow. Then he crost the conrt, 
And saw the postern portal also wide 
Yawning ; and np a slope of garden, vM 
Of roses white and red, and wild ones mixt 
And overgrowing them, went on, and fbimd. 
Here tpo, all hush'd below the mellow moon, 
Save tbat one rivulet from a tiny cave 
Came lighteniog downward, and so spilt itself 
Among the roses, and was lost tlgaiii. 

Then was he ware that while pavilions rose. 
Three from the bushes, gilden-peakt : in one, 
Red after revel, droned her lurdan knights 
Slumbering, and their three squires bctobb their feet : 
In one, their malice on the placid lip 
Froz'n hj sweet sleep, four of her damsels lay : 
And in the third, the drclet of the jousts 
Bound on her brow, were Gawain and Ettarre. 

Back, as a hand that pushes thro' the leaf 
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To find a nrnt and feels a anake, he drew : 
Back, as a coward slinks from what be fears 
To cope with, or n tnutor proven, or hound 
3f aleD, did Pelleas in an utter shame 
Creep with his ehadffw thro' the coart again, 
Fingering at his sword-handle uatil he stood 
Th«« on the castle-bridge once more, and tbon^t, 
" I will go back, and slay them where they lie." 

And so went back and Beeiug them yet in sleep 
Sud, " Te, that ao dishallow the holy sleep, 
Tour sleep is death," and drew the sword, and thong^^ 
" What ! slay a sleeping kni^t ? the King hath bound 
And sworn me to (bis brotherhood " ; again, 
" Alas that ever a knight should be so false." 
Then tum'd, and so retum'd, and groaning laid 
The naked Eword athwart Uieir naked throats, 
There leA it, and them sleepiog ; and she lay. 
The circlet of the tonmey round her brows, 
And the sword of the tonmey across her throat. 
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And forth be past, and mounting on his horse 
Stared at her towers that, larger than themselves 
In their own darkness, throng'd into the moon. 
Then crnsh'd the saddle with his thighs, and dencji'd , 
His hands, and madden'd with himself and moan'd : 

" Would they have risen against mein their blood 
At the last day ? I might have anawer'd them 
Even before high Grod. O towers so Strong, 
So Bolid^ would that even while I gaze 
The crai^ of earthquake Bhivering to your base 
Split yon, and Hell burst up your harbt roofs 
Bellowing, and charr'd you thro' and thro' within. 
Black as the harlot's heart — hollow as a skull I 
Let the fierce east scream thro' your eyelet-holes, 
And whirl the dust of harlots ronnd and round 
In dung and nettles I hiss, snake — I saw him there — 
Let the fox bark, let the wolf yell. Who yells 
Here in the still sweet summer night, but I — 
J, the poor Felleas whom she call'd her fool ? 
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Fool, beast — be, she, or I ? myself most fool ; 
Beast too, as lacking hunum wit — disgraced, 
Disbonor'd all for trial of true loye — 
Jiove ? — we be all alike ; only the kiog 
Hath made as fools and liars. noble tows t 

great and sane and simple race of brutes 
That own no lost becaase they have no law ! 
For why should J have loved her to my shame ? 

1 loathe her, as I bred her to my shame. 
I never loved her, I but lusted for her — 
Away — " 

He dash'd the rowel into his horse. 
And bounded forth and vanish'd thro' the night. 

Then she, that felt the cold touch on her throat, 
Awaking knew the sword, and tum'd herself 
To Giawain : " Liar, for thou hast not slain 
This Felleas ! here he stood and might have slain 
Me and thyself." And he that tells the tale 
Says that her ever-veering fancy tnni'd 
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To Felleas, as the one tra^ knight on earth. 
And only lover ( and thro' her lore her life 
Wasted and pined, desiring him in Tain. 

But be by wild and wa^, for half the night. 
And over Iiard and soft, striking the sod 
From out the soft, the spark from off the hard, 
Rode till the Btar above the wakening sun, 
Beside that tower where Fercivale was cowl'd, 
Glanced ^m the rosy forehead of the dawn. 
For BO the words were flash'd into his heart 
He knew not whence or wherefore : " O sweet star, 
Pure on the virgin forehead of the dawn." 
And there he would have wept, but felt his eyes 
Harder and drier than a fountain bed 
In summer : thither came the village girls 
And linger'd talking, and they come no more 
Till the sweet heavens have fill'd it from the heights 
Again with living waters in the change 
Of seasons : hard hb eyes ; harder his heart 
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Seem'd ; but so weary were his limbs, that he, 
Gaspiag, " Of Arthur's hall am I, but here, 
Here let me rest oad die," cast himself down, 
And gaird his griefs In inmost sleep ; so hj. 
Till shaken by a dream, that Gawain fired 
The hall of Merlin, and the rooming star 
Reel'd in the smole, brake into flame, and felL 

He woke, and being ware of some one nigb. 
Sent hands upon him, as to tear him, crying, 
" False! and I held thee pure as Guinevere." 

But Fercirale stood near him and repBed, 
" Am I but false as Guinevere is pure ? 
Or art thou mazed with dreams ? or .bemg one 
Of our free-spoken Table hast not heard 
That Lancelot " — > there he check'd himself and paused. 

Then fared it with Sir Pelleas aa with one 
Who gets a wound in battle, and the sword 
That made it plnnges thro' the wound again. 
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And pricks it deeper : and be shrank and waU'd, 
" Ib the QueeD false F " and Percivale was mute. 
" Have any of our Bonnd Table held their vows F " 
And Percivale made answer not a word. 
" Is the king true ? " " The king ! " said Pereivale. 
" Why then let men couple at once with wolves. 
What I art thou mad ? " • 

But Pelleas, leaping up, 
Ban thro' the doors and vaulted on bis horse 
And fled : small pity upon bis horse had he, 
Or on himself or any, and when he met 
A cripple, one that held a hand for alms — 
HuDch'd aa be was, and like ao old dwarf-elm 
That turns its back/on the salt blast, the boy 
Faased not but overrode him, shouting, " False, 
And false with Gawain 1 " and so lefl bim bruised 
And batter'd, and fled on, and hill and wood 
Went ever streaming by him till the gloom. 
That fbllowa on the turning of the world, 



t* Google 



118 FELLEAS AKD ETTABBE. 

Darken'd the common path : he twitcb'd the reins, 
And made his beast that better knev it, swerve 
Now off it and now on ; but when be saw 
High np in heaven the hall that Merlin bailt, 
Blackening against the dead^reen stnpes of even, 
" Black neet of rats," be groan'd, " ye build too high." 

Not long thereafter from the citj' gates 
Issued Sir Lancelot riding airily. 
Warm with a gracious parting from the Queen, 
Peace at his heart, and gazing at a star 
Atid marvelling what it was : on whom the boj, 
Across the sil^t seeded meadow-grass 
Borne, clash'd : and Lancelot, saying, " What name iuut 

thou 
That ridest here bo blindly and so hard 7 " 
" I have no name," he shouted, " a scourge am I, 
To lash the treasons of the Table Round." 
" Tea, but thy name ? " "I have many names," he cried: 
" I am wrath and shame and hate and evil fame, 



And like a pobonous wind I pass to blast 

And blaze the crime of Lancelot and tbe Qaeen." 

" First over me," said Lancelot, " shalt thou paaa." 

'* Fight therefore," yeli'd the other, and either knight 

Drew back a space, and when they closed, at once 

The veary steed of PeUeas floundering flung 

His rider, who called out from the dark field, 

" Thoii art false as Hell : slay me : I liave no sword." 

TbeD Lancelol, "Yea, between thy lipa — and sharp; 

But here will I disedge it by Iby death." 

" Slay then," he shriek'd, " my will is to be slain." 

And Lancelot, with his heel upon the fall'n, 

Boiling his eyes, a moment stood, then spake : 

" Rise, weakling ; I am Lancelot ; eay thy say." 

And Lancelot slowly rode his war-h(»fie back 
To Camelot, and Sir Felleas in brief while 
Caught his unbroken limbs from the dark field. 
And follow'd to the city. It chanced that both 
Brake into hall together, worn and pale. 
There with her knights and dames was Guinevere. 
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Full woDderingly she gazed on Lancelot 

So soon retum'd, and then on Pelleas, turn 

Who bad not greeted her, bat cast himself 

DowD on a bench, hard -bi-eathiiig. "Have 3re fought P" 

She ask'd of Lancelot " Ay, my Queen," he said. 

" And thou hast overthrown him ? " " Ay, my Queen " 

Then she, turning to Pelleaa, "0 young knight. 

Hath the great heart of knighthood in thee faii'd 

So far thou canst not bide, nnfrowardly, 

A fall from him ? " Then, for he answer'd not, 

"Or bast thou other griefe? If I, the Queen, 

May help them, loose thy tongae, and let me know." 

But Pelleas lifted up an eye bo fierce 

She quail'd ; and he, hissing, "I have no sword," 

Sprang from the door into the dark. The Queen 

Look'd hard upon.her lover, he on her; 

And each foresaw the dolorous day to be : 

And all talk died, as in a grove all song 

Beneath the shadow of some bird of prey. 

Then a long silence came upon the hall. 

And MQdred thought, " The time is bard at hand." 
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That stoiy which the bold Sir Bedirere 
First made and lalest left of all the koights. 
Told, when the man was no more than a voice 
In the white winter of hie age, to those 
With whom he dwelt, new faces, other mindi. 

Before that last weird battle in the West 
There came on Artlmr steeping, Oawain kill'd 
In Lancelot's war, the ghost of Gawain blown 
Along a wandering wind, and past his ear 
Went shrilling, " Hollow, hollow all delight ! 
Hail, king! to-morrow thou shalt pass awaj. 
Farewell ! there is an iaie of rest for thee. 
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And I am blown along a wandering wind, 
Aad hollow, hollow, hollow all delight." 
And fainter oaward,like wild birds that change 
Their season in the night and wail their way 
From cloud to cloud, down the lung wind the dream 
Shrill'd ; but in going mingled with dim criea 
Far in the moonlit haze among the hills 
As of some lonely city sack'd by night, 
When all b lost, and wife and child with wail 
Pass to new lords ; and Arthur woke and cali'd, 
" Who spake ? A dream. light upon the wind. 
Thine, Gawain, was the voice — are these dim cries 
Thine? or doth all that haunts the waste and wild 
Mourn, knowing it'will go along with me?" 

This heard the bold Sir Bedivere and spake,— 
" me, my king, let pass whatever will, 
Elves, and the harmless glamour of the field ; 
l)ut in their stead thy name and glory cling 
To all high places like a golden cloud 
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Forever : but «s jret thou shalt not pass. 

Light was Gawain io life, and light in death 

Is Grawain, for the ghoat is as the man ; 

And care not thou for dreams from him, but rise — 

I hear the steps of Modred In the west, 

And with hira many of thy people,and knights 

Once thine, whom thou hast loved, but grosser gi-own 

Than heathen, spitting at their rows and thee. 

Eight well in heart they know thee for the king. 

Arise, go forth and conquer as of old." 

Then spake King Arlhar to Sir Bedivere,— 
" Far other is this battle in the West 
Whereto we move, than when me strove in youth, 
And thrust the heathen from the Roman wall, 
And shook him thro' the norih. Ill doom is mine 
To war against my people and my knights, 
The king who fights bb people fights himself. 
And they my knights who loved me once the stroke 
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That strikes them dead is as m^ death to me. 
Tet let us hence, and find or feci a wa; 
Thro' thb blind haze, which ever since J saw 
One tying in the dust at Almesbuiy, 
Hath folded in the passes of the world." 

Then rose the king and moved his host hj niglit, 
And ever pnsh'd Sir Modred, league hy league. 
Back to the sunset bound of Lyonnesse, — 
A land of old uphcaven from the abyss 
B7 fire, to sink into ihe abyss again ; 
Where fragments of forgotten peoples dwelt, 
And the long mountain ended in a coast 
Of ever-shifling sand, and far away 
The phantom circle of a moaning sea. 
There tlie pursuer could pursue no more, 
And he that fied no further fly the king ; 
And there, that day when the great light of heaven 
Bam'd at his lowest in the rolling year, 
On the waste sand by the waste sea they closed. 
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Nor erer yet had Arthur' fought a light 
Like this last, diiti, weird battle of the West. 
A dealh-white mist elept over sand and sea: 
Whereof the chill, to him who breathed it, drew 
Down with his blood, till all his heart was cold 
With formless fear, and ev'n on Arthur fell 
Confusion, since he saw not whom he fought, 
For friend and foe were shadows in the mist, 
And friend slew friend not knowing whom' he slew i 
And some had risions out of golden youth, 
And some beheld the faces of old ghosts 
Look in upon the battle ; and in the miat 
Was many a noble deed, many a base, 
And chance and craft and strength in single fights, ' 
And ever and anon wth host to host 
, Shocks, and the splintering spear, the hard mail hewn, 
Shield-breakings, and the clash of brands, the crash 
Of battle-axes on shatter'd helms, and shrieks 
After the Christ, of those who falling down 
Looked up for heaven, and only saw the mist ; 
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And shouts or heathen and the traitor kaighta, 
Oaths, insult, filth, and monstrous blasphemies, 
Sweat, writhings, anguish, lahoring of the lungs 
In that close mist, and ciyiogs for the light, 
Moans of the dying and voices of the dead. 

Last na bj some one death-bed, afler waO 
Of sofiering, silence folbws, or thro' death 
Or deathlike swoon, thus over all that shore. 
Save for some whisper of the seething seas, 
A dead hush fell ; but when the dolorous day 
Grew drearier toward twilight falling, came 
A bitter wind, clear from the Korth, and blew 
The mist aside, and with that wind the tide 
Rose, and the pale king glanced ncross the field 
Of battle ; bnt no man was moving there ; 
Nor any cry of Christian heard thereon. 
Nor yet of heathen ; only the wan wave 
Brake in among dead faces, to and fro 
Swaying the helpless hands, and up and down 



Tumbling the hollow hulmets of the fallen, 

And shiver'd brands that once had fonght with Borne, 

Aod rolling far along the gloomy shores 

The voice of dajs of old and days to be. 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere, 
And whiter than the mist that all da; long 
Had held the field of battle was the king. 

" Heorest thou this great toIcc that shakes the irorld, 
And wastes the narrow realm whereon we move, 
And beats upon the faces of (he dead, 
My dead, as Ibo' they had not died for me ? — . 
Bedivere, for on my heart hath fall'n 
Confusion, till I know not what I am, 
Nor whence I am, nor whether I be king. 
Behold, I seem but king among the dead." 

lliea spake the bold Sir Bedivere, " My kin^ 
King everywhere 1 and so the dead have kings, 
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There aUo will I worship tbee as king. 

Yet etiil tb; life b whole, aod still I live 

Who love tbee ; but who hates thee, be that brought 

The heathen back among ub, yonder etaada, 

Uodred, nnbami'd, the traitor of thine honse." 

Theo epake the King, " My boose hath beea my doom> 
But call not thou this traitor of my house 
Who hath hut dwelt beneath one roof with me. 
My house are rather they who sware my vows, 
Yea, even while they brake them, own'd me king. 
And well for tbee, saying in my dark hour, 
When all the purport of my throne halb fail'd, 
That quick or dead thou boldest me for king. 
King am I, whatsoever be their cry ; 
And one last act of kingbood shait thou se« 
Yet ere I pass." And,nttering this, the king 
Made at the man : then Modred smote his liege 
Hard ou that helm, which many a heathen sword 
Had beaten thin, while Arthur at one blow 
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StrikiDg the laBt etroke vith Excalibur, 
Slew him, and all but slaiD himself he fell. 

So all day long Ihe noise of battle roU'd 
Among the mountains bj the wmter aeat 
Until King Arthur's table, man b; man, 
Had fali'n in Lyonnesae about their lord, 
King Arthur : then, because bis wound was deep, 
The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him, 
And bore bim to a chapel nigb (be field, 
A broken chancel with a broken cross. 
That stood on a dark strait of barren land. 
On one side lay the Ocean, and on one 
I^ay a great water, and the moon was full. 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedlrere: 
" The sequel of to-day unsolders all 
Tlie goodliest fellowship of famous knights 
Whereof t^is world holds record. Such a sledp 
They sleep — Ui6 laen I loved. I think that m 
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Shall never more, at any fntare time, 

Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeds, 

Walkiag about the gardens and the halls 

Of Canielot, as in the days that were. 

I perish by this people which I made, — 

Tlio' Merlin sware that I should come again 

To rule once more — but let what will be, bo, 

I am so deeply smitten thro' ihe lielm 

Tliat without help I cannot last till morn. 

'Hiou therefore take my brand Excalibur, 

Which was my pride : for thou rememberest how 

In those old .days, one summer noon, an arm 

Rose up from out the bosom of the lake. 

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful. 

Holding the sword — and how I row'd across 

And took it, and have worn it, like a king : 

And, wheresoever I am sung or told 

In after-time, this also shall be known : 

But now delay not : take Excalibnr, 

And fling him far into the middle mere : 

Watch what ibou seSst, and lightly bring me word." 
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To him replied the bold Sir Bedirere : 
"It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus. 
Aidless, alooe, and smitteD thro' the helm. 
. A little thing may harm a wounded man. 
Yet I thy hest will all perform at full, 
Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee word." 

So Baying, from the rain'd shrine he stept 
And in the moon athwart the place of tombs. 
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men, 
Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sabg 
Shrill, chill, wilh flakes of foam. He, stepping down 
By zigzag paths, and juts of pointed rock, 
Came on the shining levels of the lake. 

There drew he forth the brand Excalibur, 
And o'er him, drawing it, the winter moon. 
Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth 
And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt: 
For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks, 
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- HjriadH of topaz-lights, and jaciath-woi'k 
Of subtlest jewelry. He gazed bo long 
That bolh bis eyes were dazzled, as he itood. 
This way aod that dividing the swift mind, 
In act to throw : but at the last it Beem'd 
Better to leave Excalibur conceal'd 
There in the many-knotted water-flags. 
That whistled stiff and dry about the mai|;e. 
So strode he back slow to the wounded king. 

Then spake Kng Arthur to Sir Bedivere : 
" Haai thou perform'd my mlssim which I gave ? 
What is it thoa hast seen F or what bast heard 7 " 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere : 
" I heard the lipple washisg in the reeds, 
And the wild water lapping on the crag." 

To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale: 
" Tbou hast betray'd thy nature and thy dabu, 
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ffTot rendering true answer, as beseem'd 
Tb; fealty, nor like a noble knight: 
For Burer sign bad foltow'd, either hand. 
Or voice, or ebe a motion of the mere. 
This ia a shameful thing for men to lie. 
Yet now, I charge Ihee, quickly go again 
As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing 
I bade ihee, watch, and lightly bring me word." 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time 
Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere. 
Counting the dewy pebbles, liz.'d in thought; 
But when he saw the wonder of the hilt, 
How curiously and strangely chased, he smote 
His palma together, aud he cried aloud: — 

" And if indeed I cast the brand away, 
Surely a precious thing, one worlhy note. 
Should thus be lost forever from the earth, 
Which might have pleased the eyes of many m« 
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What good should follow this, if this were done ? 

What harm, undone ? deep harm to disobey, 

Seeing obedience is the bond of rule. 

Were it well to obey then, if a king demand 

An act unprofitable, against himself? 

The king is sick, and knows not what he doesi 

What record, or what relie of my lord 

Should be to after-lime, but empty breath 

And rumors of a doubt ? but were this kept,' 

Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings, 

Some one might show it at a joust of arms. 

Saying, ' King Arthur's aword, Escalibur, 

Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake. 

Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps 

Upon the hidden bases of the htlld.' 

So might some old man epeak in the after-time 

To all the people, winning reverence. 

But now much honor and much fame were lost." 

So spake be, clouded with bis own conceit, 
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And bid Excalib.ur tbe second time. 

And so strode back slow to the wounded king. 

Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily; 
" What is it tbou hast seen ? or what hast beard ? " 

* And answer made tbe bold Sir Bedivere : 
"I heard tbe water lapping on the crag, 
And tbe long ripple washing in the reeds." 

To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath: 
" Ab, miserable and unkind, untrue, 
TJnknightlj, traitor-hearted ! Woe is me I 
Authority forgets a dying king. 
Laid widow'd of the power in bis eye 
That bow'd the:wil1. I see tbee what thou art, 
For thou, the lateat-left of all my knights 
In whom should meet the offices of all, 
Tbou wouldst betray roe for the precious hilt ; 
Either fram Inst of gold, or like a jprl 
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Valuing the giddy pleasure of ihe eyes. 

Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice, 

And the third time may prosper, get ihee benc« : 

But, if thou Epare to fling Excalibur, 

I will arise and slay thee with my hands." 

Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran, 
And, leaping down the ridges lighlly, plunged 
Among the bulrush-beds, and clutch'd the sword, 
And strongly wheel'd and threw it. The great brand 
Made lightnings in the splendor of the moon. 
And flashing round and round, and whirl'd in an arch, 
Shot like a streamer of the northern mom. 
Seen where the moving isles of winter shock 
By night, wilh noises of the northern seb 
So flash'd and fell the brand Excalibur ; 
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm 
Clolhed in white samite, mj^tic, wonderful, 
And caught him by the liilt, and brandish'd him 
Three times, and drew him under in (he mere. 
And lighlly went the other to the king. 
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Then apoke King Ai-thur, drawing thicker brealh : 
" Now see I by thine eyes that this is done. 
Speak out : what is it Ihou hast beard, or seen ? " 

And answer made the bold Sir ^ediTe^e: 
" Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems 
Should blind my purpose, for I never saw, 
Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die, 
Kot tho' I live three lives of mortal men, 
So great a. miracle as yonder bilt. 
Then with both hands I flung him, wheeling him ; 
But when I look'd again, behold an arm, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 
That caught him by the hilt, and brandish'd him 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere." 

And answer made Bang Artijnr, breathing hanJ : 
" My end draws nigh ; 't is time that I were gone. 
Muke broad thy shoulders to receive my weight, 
And bear me to the margin ; yet I fear 
My woand hath taken cold, and I shall die." 
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So saying, from tbepavement be half roae, 
Slowly, with pain, reclining on hU ann, 
And looking wistfDlIy with wide blue eyes 
As in a picture. Him Sir Bedivere 
Remorsernlly regarded thro' his tears, 
And would have spoken, but he found not words, 
Then took with care, and kneeling on one knee, 
O'er both his shoulders drew ihe languid hands. 
And rising bore him thro' the place of tombs. 

But, as be walk'd, King Arthur pant«d hard, 
Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed 
When all the bouse is mute. So sigb'd the king. 
Muttering and murmuring at his ear, " Quick, quick I 
I fear it is too late, and I ehall die." 
But the other swiflly strode from ridge to ridge. 
Clothed nith his breath, and looking, as be walk'd. 
Larger than human on the frozen hills. 
He heard the deep behind him, and a cry 
Before. His own thought drore him like a goad. 



t* Google 



TBB PASSINQ Of ARTHUR. 141 

Dry clash'd liia harness in the icy caves 

And barren chasms, and all to lefl and right 

The bare black cliff clang'd round him, as he baaed 

Hia feet on juts of slippery crag that rang 

Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels — 

And on a sodden, lo 1 the level lake. 

And the long glories of the winter moon. 

Then &avr they bovr there hove a dusky barge, 
Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern, 
Beneath them ;, and descending ibej were wars 
That all the decks were dense vritb stately fonaa 
Black^stoled, black-hooded, hke a dream — by thess 
Three Queens. with crowns of gold — and from th«m 

rose 
A cry that shiver'd to the tingling start, 
And, as it wero one voice, an agony 
Of lamenution, like a wind that shrills 
All night in a waste land, where no one come«. 
Or bath come, unce tbe making of the world. 
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Then mumiur'd Arlhur, " Place me in the biirge," 
So to the barge they came. TIjere ihoBe three Queeas 
Put forth their liande, and took the king, and wept. 
But Bhe, that rose the tallest of then) all 
And fiurest, laid his head upon her lap. 
And loosed the ahatter'd casque, and chafed his haiida, 
And call'd him by his name, complaining loud, 
And dropping bitter tears against his brow 
Striped with dark blood : for all bis face was white 
And colorless, and tike the wither'd moon 
Smote by the fresh beam of the spriogij g east ; 
And all his greaves and cuieses dash'd with drops 
Of onset; and the light and lustrous curls — 
' That made his forehead like a rising sun 
High from the diiis-tbrone — were parch'd with dust ; 
Or, clotted into points and banging loose, 
Miz'd with the knightly growth that fnnged his li^s. 
So like a shatter'd column lay the king; 
Not like that Arthur who, with lance in resl,. 
From spur to plume a star of touniameni, 
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Shot thro' the lists a[ Camelol, and charged 
Before the eyes of ladies and of kiags. 

Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedivere, 
" Ah ! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go ? 
Where shall I hide my forehead and niy eye:i? 
For now I see the true old times are dead, 
When cvciy morning brought a noble chance. 
And erery chance brought out a noble knight. 
Such times have been not since the light that led 
The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh. 
But now the whole RO0ND Table is dissolved, 
Which was on image of the mighty world; 
And I, the last, go forth companionless. 
And Ihe days darken round me, and the years, 
Among new men, strange faces, other minds." 

And slowly answered Arthur from the barge: 
"The old order changeth, yielding place to new, 
And God fulfils himself in many ways, 
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Lest one good cnstom should corrupt the world. 

Comfort thyself: what comfort U in me? 

I have lived my life, and that which I have done 

May He within himself make pure I but Ihou, 

If thou ehouldst never see niy face again, 

Pray for my soul. More things are wrought by prayet 

Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice 

Kise like a fountain for me night and day. 

For what are men belter than Bheep or goats 

That nonriab a blind life within the brain, 

If, knowing God, ihey MR not hands of prayer 

Both for themselves and those who call them friend ? 

For so Ihe whole round earth is every way 

Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 

But now farewell. I am going a. long way 

With these thou seest — if indeed I go — 

(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt) 

To the island-valley of Avilion ; 

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow. 

Nor ever wind blows loudly ; but it lies 
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Deep-meadow'd, happy, fur with orchard-lawns 
Aad bowery hollows crowu'd with aummer sea, 
Where I will heal me of my grievouB wound." 

So B^d he, aod the bai^ with oar and sail 
Moved from the brink, like some fuU-breasted swan 
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death, 
Buffles her pure cold plume, and takes the flood 
With Gwarthj webs. Long stood Sir Bedlvere 
Revolving many memories, till the hull 
Look'd one black dot agmnst the vei^ of dawn, 
And on tbe mere the wiuling died away. 

At length he groan'd, and turning slowly clomb 
The last hard footstep of that iron crag ; 
Thence mark'd the black hull moving yet, and cried, 
" He passes to be king among the dead. 
And after healing of his grievous wound 
He comes agmn ; hut — if he come no more — 
O me, be yon dark Queens in yon black boat, 
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"Wlio sbriek'd and wiul'd, ihe three whereat we gazed 
On that high day, when, clothed with living light, 
They stood hefore his throoe in silence, friends 
Of Arthur, who should help him at his need ? " 

Then from the dawn it seem'd there came, bat &int 
As from beyond the limit of the world, 
Like the last echo bom of a great cry, 
Sounde, as if some ftur city were one voice 
Around a king returning fnnn bis wars. 

. Thereat once more he mored about, and clomb 
E'en to the highest he coold climb, and saw, 
Strainii^ his ejes beneath an arch of hand. 
Or thought he saw,the speck that bare the king, 
Down that long water opening <»i the deep 
Somewhere &r oS, pass on and on, and go 
From less to less and vanish into light. 
And the new son rose bringing the new year. 
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NEW STYLE. 



Dosn't ibon 'ear my 'eree's legs, as they canters awaay ? 
Proputly, proputty, propalty — that 's what I 'ears 'em 

safiy. 
Proputty, propntty, proputty — Sam, thou 's an aas for 

thy paains ; 
Theer's moor sense i' one o' 'is legs nor in all thy 

braalns. 



Woa — theer 'a a craw to pluck wi' tha, Sam : yon 's 

parson's 'oose — 
Dou^t thou knaw that a man mun be eilther a man or 
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Time U> think on it then ; for thou '11 be twenty to 

weeak." 
Propntlj, proputty — woa. then woa — let ma 'ear 

roys^n epeak. 

III. 

Me an' thy mutber, Sammy, 'as be&i a>talkin* o' tbee ; 

Thou 's been tatkm' to mutber, an' ebe beau a lellin' it 
me. 

Thou 11 not marry for munny — thou 's sweet upo' par- 
son's lass — 

Noa — thou '11 marry fur luvv — an' we boath on us 
thinks tha an ass. 

IT. 

Seea'd ber todaay goa by — Saaint's-daSy— thay was 

ringing the bell^ 
She 'a a beauty thou thinks — an' soa ia ecoors o' gells, 
Them aa 'as munny an' all — wot 's a beauty? — the 

flower as blaws. 
But proputty, proputty sticks, an' proputty, proputty 

* Thb week. 
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V. 

Do'ant be BtuQt * : taake time ; I knaws what maiikes 

tha sa mad. 
Wam't I craazed for the lasses mys^n when I wur a lad ? 
Bat I knaw'd a Quaaker feller as oReQ 'as towd ma this : 
" Doaot thou many for muony, but goa nheer munny 

is!" 



An' I went wheer munny war : an' thy mother coom to 

Wi' lots o' munny la^d by, an' a nicetish bit o' land. 
Maaybe she wam't a beauty : — I niver gir it a thowt — ■ 
But wam't she as good to cuddle an' kiss as a lass as 
'ant nowt ? 

VII. 

Parson's lass 'antnowt, an' she weant 'a nowt when 'e 's 
Mun be a guvness, lad, or summut, and addle t her breiid : 

• Obfliiuit*. t Esm. 
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Why ? fur 'e 'a nobbut a curate, an' weiint nivir ^t aaw 

'igher; 
An' 'e maSde the bed oa 'e ligs on afbor 'e coom'd to 

the shire. 

Tin. 
And thin 'e coom'd to the parish wi' lots o' 'Varsity debt, 
Stook to his taall tfaej did, an' 'e 'ant got shut on 'em yet 
Ao' 'e ligs on 'is back i' the grip, wi' noan to lend 'im a 

shove, 
Woorae nor a far-welter'd • yowe ; for, Sammy, 'e mar- 

ried fur lurv. 



LuT7 ? what 's luvT ? thou can luvv thy lasa an' 'er 

munny too, 
Maakin' 'em goa togither as thej 've good right to do. 
Gould's I luTY thy muther by cause o' 'er mnnny laald 

by? 
Na&y — furl Invv'd'er a rait sight moor fur it; reason 

'd — liU (f * tbMp Utm an lt> tank la tha fiuiow. 
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X. 

Ay, an' thy muther says thou wants to marry the lass, 
Cooms of a gentleman burn: an' we bt^tli on us thinks 

thaan ass. 
Wc^ then, proputt)', wiltha ? — an ass as near as mays 

nowt — • 
Woil then, wiltha Pdaogtha! — the bees is as fell as owi.f 



Break me a bit o' the eeh for his 'ead, lad, out o' the fence! 
Gentleman bum ! what 's genUenmn bum ? is it shillina 

an' pence ? 
Propntty, proputty 'a inything 'ere, an', Sammy, I 'm 

blest 
If it is n't the sai^e oop yonder, for tbem as 'as it 'a the 

beet 

XII. 

Tis'n them as 'as munny as breaks into 'oases an' steals, 
Them as 'as coats to their backs an' taiikes their regular 

meals. 
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Noa, but it 's them as oiver knawa wheer a me^ 's to 

be 'ad. 
Tattke mj word for it, Sammy, the poor ia a loomp is 

bad. 

Them or thir feylheis, tha sees, mun 'a b^n a h&zj 

lot, 
Fur work mun 'a gone to the gittin' wbiiiiver manny 

Feyther 'ad ammost nowt j leSstnaaya "ig mtmny was 'id. 
Bat 'e tned an' mtdl'd 'iss^ de^ an 'e died ft good ud, 'e 
did. 

XIT, 

Loook thoQ theer vheer Wrigglesby beck comes out by 

the 'ill ! 
Feyther run up to the farm, an' I runs up to the mill ; 
An' I 'n run up to the brig, an' that thou 'II live to see ; 
And if thou marries a good un^ I '11 leiive the land to 

thee. 
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XT. 

Thim *■ my ntAdou, Sammy, whewby I means to stick ; 
But if thou marriea a bad un, 1 11 leive the land to 

Dick.— 
Coom oop, propat^, propntty — that 'a what I 'eara 'ini 

saSy — 
Pn^ut^, proputty, propatty — canter aa' canter awaiiy. 
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A PLAQUE Upon the people fell, 

A famine after laid them low, 

Then thorpe and byre arose in fire, 

For on them brake the sudden foe ; 
So thick they died the people cried 

" The Glods are moved against the land." 
The Priest in horror about his altar 
To Thor and Odin lifled a hand : 
" Help us from famine 
And pl^ue and strife I 
What wonld jou have of us 7 
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Haman life F 
Were it our nearest, 
"Were it our dearest, 
(Anawer, answer) 
We g^ve yon his life." 



Bnt still the fiieman spoil'd and bum'd, 

And cattle died, and deer in wood, 
And bird in air, and fishes tum'd 

And whiten'd all the rolling flood j 
And dead men lay all over the way, 

Or down in a furrow scathed with flame : 
And ever and aye the Priesthood moan'd 
Till at last it seem'd that an answer came ; 
" The King is happy 
la child and wife ; 
Take yon his dearest, 
Give ns a life." 



The Priest went oat by heath and hill ; 

The Sing was hunting in-the wild ; 
Tbey found the mother sitting still ; 
She cast her arms about the child. 
The child was only eight summers old, 

Ills beauty still with his years increasei 
Hia face was ruddy, his hair was gcAd, 
He seem'd a Tictim due to the priest. 
The' Priest beheld him, 
And cried with joy, 
» The Gtods have answer'd: 
We ^ve them the bciy." 



The King retnro'd'from out Ifae wild, 
He bore but little game in hood ; 

The mother said: " They have taken the child 
To spill his blood and heal the land : 

The land is sick, the people diseased. 
And blight and fumtne on all the lea : 
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The holy Code, thej must be appeased, 
So I pra; you tell the trath to me. 
Thej have taken onr son, 
They will have his life. 
la A« yoor dearest P 
Or I, the wife P" 



The EjDg bent low, with hand on brow, 

He Btay'd his anna upon his knee : 
" wife, what use to answer now P 

For now the Priest has judged for we." 
The King was shaken with holy fear ; 

"The Gods," he said, " would have chosen well; 
Tet both are near, and both are dey, 
And which the dearest I cannot tell 1 "_ 
But the Priest was happy, 
Hia victim won : 
" We have bis dearest^ 
His only son ! " 
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TI. 

The rit«s prepared, the victim bared, 

The knife uprising toward the blow. 
To the altar-stoDe ehe sprang alone, 

" Me, not my darling, no ! " 
He caught her awaj with a sudden cry ; 

Suddenly from him brake his wife. 
And shrieking " /am his dearest, I — 
/ am his dearest I " mah'd on the kuiTe. 
And the Friest was happy, 
«0, Father Odb, 
We jpve you a life. 
Whiob was his nearest ? 
Who was his dearest ? 
The Gods have answer'd ; 
We give them the wife ! " 
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GlobT of warrior, glory of orator, glory of Bong, 
Paid with a voice flying by to be lost on &a endless 
sea— 
Glory of Virtue, to fight, to struggle, to right the 
.wrong — 
Nay, hut she aim'd not at glory, no lover of glory 
she: 
Give her the glory of going on, and still to be. 

Tbe wages of sin is death: if the wages of Virtue be 
dust, 
Would she have heart to endure for tbe life of tbe 
worm and the fly? 
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She desires do isles of the blest, no quiet seals of the 

just. 
To rest in a golden grove, or to bask in a summer 

.ky: 
Give her the wages of going oo, and not to die. 
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* The snn, the moon, the etars, the seaa, the hJlU and 

the plains — 
Are not these, Soul, the Vision of Him who reigns ? 

Is not the Vision He ? tho' He be not that which He 

Dreams are trne while they last, and do we not lire in 
dreams? 

Garth, these Eolid stars, this weight of body and limb. 
Are tbey not sign and aymbol of thy division from 
Him? 

Dark is the world to thee : thyself art the reason why ; 
For is He not all but thou, that hast power to feel 
"I am I!" 
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Glory about thee, without thee : and thou fulfillest thj 

doom. 
Making Him broken gleams, and a stifled splendor and 

gloom. 

Speak to Him thon for He hears, and Spirit nilh Spirit 

can meet — 
Closer .iB He than breathing, and nearer than bands and 

feet 

God is law, say the wise, O Sonl, and let as rejoice. 
For if He thunder by law the thunder is yet His voice. 

Law is God, Eay some : no God at all, says the fool ; 
For all we have power to see is a straight staff bent is 
a pool; 

And the ear of man cannot hear, and the eye of man 

cannot see ; 
But if we could see and hear, this Vidon — were it not 

He? 



Floweb ia the craDoied wall, 
I plnck you out of the cranaies ; — 
Hold joa heie, root and aU, in my band, 
Liltle fower— bnt if I conU understand 
Wbat 70U are, root and all, and all ia all, 
I should know wliat God and man ia. 



LUCRETIUS. 



LrciLiA, vedded to Lna^thu, found 
Her master cold ; for when the momiDg flush 
Of pasuon and the first embrace had died 
Between them, tho' he loved her none the Ibss, 
Yet often when the woman heaid his foot 
Return from pacings in the field, and rao 
To greet him with a kiss, the master took 
Small notice, or auat^relj, for — his mind 
Half buried in some weightier aigument, 
Or fancy-borne perhaps upon the rise 
And long roll of the Hexameter — he past 
To turn and ponder those three hundred scrolls 
Left by the Teacher whom be held divine. 
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She brook'd it not ; but wrathful, petulant, 
Dreaming some rival, sought and found a witch 
Who brew'd the philter which had power, they swd, 
To lead an errant passion home again. 
And this, at times, she mingled with his drink. 
And this destroy'd him ; for the wicked broth 
Confused the chemic labor of the blood, 
And tickling the brute brain within the man's 
Made havoc among thoae tender cells, and check'd 
His power to shape : he loath'd himself; and once 
After a tempest woke upon a mom 
That mock'd him with returning calm, and cried.' 

' " Storm in the night I for thrice I heard the rain 
Bushing ; and once the flash of a thunderbolt — ^ 
Metbought I never saw so fierce a fork — 
Stmck ont the streaming mouDtain-side, and sbow'd 
A riotous confluence of watercoorsea 
Blanching and billowing in a hollow of it. 
Where all but yeater-eve was dusty-dry. 



" Storm, and what dreams, ye holj Gods, what dreams ! 
For thrice I wakeo'd afler dreama. Percbtuica 
We do but recollect the dreams that coma 
JuBt ere the waking : terrible ! for it seem'd 
A void was made ia Nature i all her boncb 
Crack'd ; and I saw the flaring atom-etreama 
And torrents c^ ber myriad universe, 
Kiuning along the iUimitable inane, 
Fly on to clash together again, and make 
Another and another frame of things 
Fwever : that was mine, my dream, I knew it 
Of and belonging to me, as the dog 
With inward yelp and restless furefoot plies 
His function of the woodland : but the next ! 
I thought that all the blood by Sylla shed 
Came driving rainlike down again on earth. 
And where it dash'd the reddenit^ meadow, sprang 
No dragon warriors from Cadmean teeth, 
For these I thought my dream would show to me, 
But girls, Helturai, curious in their art. 
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Hired animalbma, vile aa those that made 

The mulberry-faced Dictator'a oi^ies worse 

Than aught they &ble of the quiet Goda. 

And hands they mist, and yell'd and round me drove 

In narrowing circles till I yell'd again 

Half suffocated, and sprang np, and saw — 

Was it the first beam of my latest day ? 

" Then, then, from utter gloom Etood out the hreaata. 
The breasts of Helen, and hoveringly a sword 
Now over and now under, now direct, 
Pointed itself to pierce, but Bank down shamed 
At all that beauty ; and as I stared, a fire, 
The fire that left a roofiess llion. 
Shot out of them, and scorch'd me that I woke. 

"Is this thy vengeance, holy Venus, thine. 
Because I would not one of thine own doves, 
Not ev'n a rose, were offer'd to thee ? thine. 
Forgetful how my rich prooemion makes 
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Thy gloi? fly along- the Italian field, 
Id lajB that will outlast thy Deity ? 

" Deity ? nay, thy worshippers. My tongne 
Trips, or I Epeak profanely. Which of these 
Angers tbee most, or augei-s Ihee at all? 
Not if thou be'at of those who far aloof 
Fom envy, hate and pity, and spite and scorn, 
Live the great life which all our greatest iam 
Would follow, centr*!! in eternal calm. 

" Nay, if thou canst, O Goddess, like onraelTes 
Touch, and be toncb'd, then would I cry to thee 
To kiss thy Mavore, roll thy tender arms 
Bound him, and keep him from the lust of blood 
That makes a steaming slaughtei^house of Home. 

" Ay, but I meaot not Ihee ; I meant not her, 
Whom all the pines of Ida shook to see 
Slide from that quiet heaven of here, and tempt 
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The Trojan, while hia neat-herdB were abroad; 

Nor her that o'er her wouDded hunter wept 

Her Deity false in haman-amoroae tears i 

Nor whom her beardleBS apple-arbiter 

Dedded fairest Bather, O ye Gods, 

Poet-like, as the great Sicilian called 

Calliope to grace his golden verse — 

Ay, and this Kjpria also — did I take 

That popular name of thine to ehadow ibrtli 

The all-generating powers and genial heat 

Of Nature, when she strikes through the thick blood 

Of cattle, and light ia large and lambs are g^ 

Nosiiig the mother's udder, and the bird 

Makes his heart voice amid the blaze of flowers 

Whi(^ things appear the work of mighty Ciods. 

" The GSods 1 and if I go my work is left 
Unfinish'd — i/ I go. The Gods, who haunt 
The lucid interspace of world and world, 
Where never creeps a cloud, or moves a wind. 
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Nor ever &lls the least white star of snow, 

Not ever lowest roll of thuader moans, 

Nor sound of human sorrow mounts to mar 

Thur sacred everlasting calm I and sncb, 

Not all so fine, nor so divine a calm, 

Not such, nor all unlike it, man maj gain 

Letting his own life go. The Giods, the Godsl 

If all be atoms, how then should the Gods 

Being atomic not be dissoluble. 

Not follow the great law ? My master held 

That Gods there are, for all men so believe. 

I prest m; footsteps into his, and meant 

Surely to lead my Memmins in a train 

Of flowery clauses onward to the proof 

That Gods there are, and deathless. Meant F I meant? 

I have forgotten what I meant : my mind 

Stumbles, and all my faculties are lamed. 

" Look where another of our Gods, the San, 
Apollo, Delius, or of older use 
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AU-seeing Hyperion — what you will — 

Has mounted yonder ; since he never Bwaie, 

Escept his wrath were wreak'd on wretched man, 

That be would only shine among the dead 

Hereafter ; tales ! for never yet on eartJi 

Could dead flesh creep, or Uts of roasting oz 

Moan round the spit — ' nor knows he what he sees i 

Kng of the East altho' be seem, and girt 

With song and flame and fragrance, slowly lifts 

His golden feet on those empurpled elairs 

That climb into the windy halls of heaveaj 

And here he glances on an eye new-born. 

And gets for greeting but a wail of pwn; 

And here he stays upon a freezing otb 

That fain would gaze upon him to the lasti 

And here upon a yellow eyelid fall'n 

And closed by those who mourn a friend in vaia. 

Not thankful that his troubles are no more. 

And me, altbo' bis fire is on my face 

Blinding, he sees not, nor at all can teQ 
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Whether I mean thia d&j to end myself, 

Or lend an ear to Phito where he Ba3rB, 

That men like soldiers may not qait the post 

Allotted by the Gods : but he that holds 

The Goda are careless, wherefore need he care 

Greatly for them, nor rather plange at once, 

Being troabled, wholly ont of sight, and sink 

Fast earthquake — ay, and goat and stone, that break 

Body toward death, and palsy, death-in-life, 

And wretched age — and worst disease of all. 

These prodigies of myriad nakednesses, 

And twisted shapes of Inst, unspeakable, 

Abominable, strangers at my hearth 

Not welcome, harpies miring eveiy dish, 

The phantom husks of something foully done^ 

And fleeting thro' the bonndless nnireise. 

And blasting the long quiet of my breast 

"With animal heat and dire insanity. 

" How should the mind, except it loved them, clasp 
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These idols to beraelf ? or do they fly 

Now thinner, and now thicker, like the flakes 

Id a fall of snow, and bo press in, perforce 

Of multitude, as crowds that iu an hour 

Of civic tumult jam the doors, and hear 

The keepers down, and throng, their n^ and they, 

The basest, far into that council-hall 

Where sit the best and atateUest of the land ? 

" Can I not fling this horror off me again, 
Seeing with how great ease Nalure can smile, 
Balmier and uohler from her bath of storm. 
At random ravage ? and how easily 
The mountain there has. cast his cloudy slough, 
Now towering o'er him in serenest air, 
A mountain o'er a mountain, ay, and within 
All hollow as the hopes and feora of men. 

" But who was he, that in the garden snared 
Picus and Faunus, msdc Gods ? a tale 
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To laugh at — more to laagh at in myself—* 

For look I what is il ? there ? jon arbutoB 

Totters; a noiseless riot noderDeath 

Strikes through the wood, sets all the tops qniTeiing— 

The mountain quickens into Nymph and Faun; 

And here an Oread — how the sun delights 

To glance and shift about her elippery sides, 

And rosy knees and supple roundedness, 

And budded boaom-peaks — who this way runs 

Before the rest — A satyr, a satyr, see — 

Follows ; but him I proved impossible ; 

Twy-natored is no nature : yet he draws 

Nearer and nearer, and I scan him now 

Beastlier than any phantom of his kind 

That ever butied his rough hrother-brate 

For lust or lusty blood or provender : 

I hate, abhor, spit, sicken at bim ; and she 

Loathes him as well ; such a precipitate heel. 

Fledged as it were with Mercury's ankle-wing 

Whirls her to me : but will she fling herself, 
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Shameless upon me F Catch her, goatfoot ; nay, 

Hide, hide them, million-myrtled wilderuesB, 

And cavern-shadowing laurels, hide ! do I wish — 

What ? — that the bush were leafless ? or to whelm 

All of them in one njassacre F ye Gods, 

I know jou careless, jet, behold, to jou 

From childly wont and audent nse I call — 

I thought I lived securely as yourselves — 

No lewdness, narrowing envy, monkey-spite. 

No madness of ambition, avarice, none : 

No larger feast that under plane or pine 

'With neighbors laid along the grass, to take 

Only such cups as left us friendly- warm, 

Affi rming each hia own philosophy — 

Nothing to mar the sober majesties 

Of settled, sweet, Epicurean life. 

But now it seems some unseen monster lays 

His vast and filthy hands upon my will, 

Wrenching it backward into his ; and spoils 

My bliss in being ; and it was not great ; 
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For Bave whea sliutting reasons up in rhythm, 

Or Heliconian honey in living words, 

To make a truth less harsh, I often grew 

Tired of so much within our little life, 

Or of so little in our little life^ 

Foor little life that toddles half an hour 

Crown'd with a flower or two, and there on end^ 

And since the nobler pleasure seems to fade, 

Why should I, beasthke as I find mys*^, 

Not manlike end myself? — our privilege — 

What beast has heart to do it ? And what mat^ 

What Roman would be deagg'd in triumph tiius ? 

Not I ; not he, who hears one name with her, 

Whose death-blow struck the dateless doom of kings. 

When brooking not the Tarquin in her veins, 

She made her blood in sight of Collaline 

And all hU peers, flushing the guiltless air, 

Spout from the msudeo fountain in her heart 

And from it sprang the Commonwealth, which breaks 

As I am breaking now I 



" And therefore now 
]jet her, that is the womb and tomb of all, 
Great Nature, take, and forcing far apart 
Those blind begiouings that have made me man 
Dash them anew together at her will 
Through all her cycles — into man once mc»^ 
Or beaet or bird or fish, or opulent flower— 
But till this cosmic order everywhere 
Shatter'd into one earthquake in one day 
Cracks all to pieces, — and that boor perhaps 
Is not so far when momentary man 
Shall seem no more a something to himself, 
But he, his hopes and hates, his homes and fanes, 
And even his bones long laid within the grav^ 
The very sides of the grave itself shall pass, 
Vanishing, atom and void, atom and void, 
Into the unseen forever, — till that hour, 
My golden work in which I told a truth 
That stays the rolling Izionian wheel, 
And numba the Fury's ringlet-snake, and plucks 
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The mortal aonl from out immortal bell, 

Shall Btauil : ay, surely : then it f^ at last, 

And perishes as I mast ; for O Tliou, 

Passionless bride, diviDe Tranquillity, 

Team'd after by the wisest of the wise, 

Who ful to find thee, being as tbou art 

Without one pleasure and without one pain, 

Howbeit I know thou' surely must be mine 

Or soon or late, yet out of seasou, thus 

I woo thee roughly, for tbou carest not 

How roughly men may woo Ihee so they win — 

Thug — thus: the soul flies out and dies in the air." 

With that he drove the knife into bis side : 
She heard bim raging, heard him fall ; ran in, 
Beat breast, tore hair, cried out upon herself 
As baring fail'd In duty to him, sbriek'd 
That she but meant to win bim back, fell on bim, 
Clasp'd, kiss'd bim, wail'd ; he answer'd, " Care not thoD 
What matters ? All is over ; Fare thee well I " 



THE GOLDEN SUPPER. 



[TMi poem la Ibnndeil npon a storj In Bouucio. 
A ;cmng iDTer, Juli&D, wtio» coiulu ud foeter^letei, CumlUii, I 
wedded to his Irieod ud riial, LioneJ , endann to nunCe tlu iloi 

haunted In delirluia by tMooi aad tbe wnod oT boUi, aomeClmeg loUl 
fuoenl, Hnd at LaAt ringing for a marriage ; but he breaks awaj, ovejt 
he appnachn tbe Breat, and a witoeu to It «iDpletea the tale-) 



He flies the event : he leaves the event to me : 
Poor Julian — how he ruah'd awayj the belb, 
Those marriage-bell^, echoing in ear and heart — ■ 
But cast a parting glance at me, you saiv. 
As who should say " continue." Well, he had 
One golden hour — of triumph shall I say? 
Solace at least — before he left bis home- 
Would you had seen him in (hat hour of hid I 



He tsored thro' all of it mystically— 
Beatrain'd himself qaite to the close — bat now — 

Whether they were his lady's marriage-bells, 
Or prophets of them in his fantasy, 
I never ask'd : but Lionel and the girl 
Were wedded, and our Julian came again 
Back to his mother's house among the pines. 
Bat there, their gloom, the mountains and the Bay, 
The whole land weigh'd kim down as ^tna doea 
The Giant of Mythology : he would go, 
Would leave the land forever, and had gone 
Surely, but for a whisper " Go not yel," 
Some warning, and divinely as it seem'd 
By that which follow'd — but of this I deem 
As of the visions that he told — the event 
Glanced back upon them in his after life, 
And partly made them — tho' he knew it not 

And thus he stay'd and would not look at her-^ 
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So, Dot for months: but, when the eleventh moon 
Af^er their marriage lit the lover's Bay, 
Heard yet once more the tolling bell, and said, 
WouM you could toll me out of life, but found — 
All softly aa his mother broke it to him — 
A. crueller reason than a crazy ear, 
For that low knell tolling his lady dead — 
' Dead — and had Iain three days without a pube: 
All that look'd on her had pronounced her dead. 
And so they bore her (for in Jnlian's land 
They never nail a dumb head up in elm), 
Bore her free-faced ttf the free aira of heaven. 
And 1^ her in the vanlt of her own kin. 

What did he then? not die : he is here and hale — 
Not plunge headforemost from the mountain there. 
And leave the name of Lover's Leap : not he : 
He knew the meaning of the whisper now. 
Thought that he knew it " This, I slay'd for this ; 
O love, I have not seen you for so long. 
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Now, BQw, will I go down into the gravet 
I will be all alone with alt I love, 
And kiss her on the lips. She is his no more; 
The dead returns to me, and I go down 
To kiss the dead." 

The foncy stirr'd him so 
He rose and went, and enteting the dim vault, 
And, making there a sudden light, beheld 
All round about him that which all will be. 
The light was but a flash, and went agwn. 
Then at the far end of the vault he saw 
His lady with the moonlight on her face; 
Her breast as in a shadow-prison, bars 
or black and bands of silver, which the moon 
Struck from an open grating overhead 
High in the wall, and all the rest of her 
Drown'd in tbe gloom and horror of the vault 

" It was m;^ wbb," he said, " to pass, to sleep, 
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To real, to be nilh her — till (he great day 

Peal'd on us with that music which rights all, 

And raised us hand in hand." And kneeling there 

Down ID the dreadful dust that once was man, 

Dust, as he said, that once was loving hearts, 

Hearts that had beat with such a love as mine — 

Not such as mine, no, nor for such as her — 

He Bofily put his arm about her neck 

And kiss'd her more than once, till helpless death 

And silence made him bold — nay, but I wrong him, 

He reverenced his dear lady even in death ; 

But, placing his true hand upon her heart, 

" O, you warm heart," he moaned, " not even death 

Can chill yon all at once " : then starting, thought 

Bis dreams had come again. " Do I wake or sleep ? 

Or am I mode immortal, or ray love 

Mortal once more ? " II beat — the heart — it beat : 

Faint — but it beat : at which bis own began 

To pulse with such a vehemence that it drown'd 

The leebler motion undemealh his hand. 
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But wheD at kst his doubta were satisfied, 
He raised her softly from the sepulchre, 
And, wrapping her all over with the cloak 
He came id, and now striding fast, and now 
Sitting awhile to rest, but evennore 
Holding his goldea burden in bis amu. 
So bore her thro' the solitary land 
Back to the mother's house where she was born. 

There the good mother's kindly ministering. 
With half a night's appliances, recall'd 
Her fluttering life: she raised an eye that ask'd 
" Where ? " till the tlimg3 familiar to her youth 
Had made a silent answer : then she epoke, 
" Here ! and how came I here ? " and learning it 
(Tbey told her somewhat rashly as I think) 
At once began to wander and to w^, 
" Ay, but you know that you must give me back ; 
Send ! bid him come " ; but Lionel was away. 
Slung by bis lois had vanisb'd, n<»ie knew where. 
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But all their house was old and loved tbem botli. 
And all the house had known the loTes of both ; 
Had died almost to serve them any way, 
And all the land was waste and Eolitary : 
And then he rode away ; hut after this. 
An hoar or two, Camilla's travtul came 
Upon her, and that day a boy was bora, 
Heir of his face and land, to Lionel 

And thus our lonely lover rode away, 
And pausing at a hostel in a marsh. 
There fever seized upon him : myself was then 
Travelling that land, and meant to rest an hoar; 
And sittinv down to such a base repast. 
It makes me angry yet to speak of it — 
I heard a groaning overhead, and climb'd 
The moulder'd stairs (for everything was vile), 
And in a loft, with none to wait on him, 
Found, as it seem'd, a skeleton alone. 
Raving of dead men's dust and beating hearts.' 
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A dismal hostel in a dismal land, 
A flat malarian world of reed and rush I 
But there fVom fever and my care of bim 
Sprang up a fHendship that may belp us jeL 
For while we roam'd along the drearj coast. 
And waited for her message, piece by piece 
I learnt the drearier story of his life ; 
And, Iho' be loved and honor'd IJonel, 
Found that (he sudden wail his lady made 
Dwelt in his fauc^ : did he know her worth. 
Her beauty even ? should he not he taught, 
Ev'n by the price that others set upon it. 
The value of that jewel he had to guard ? 

Suddenly came her notice and we past, 
I with our lover to bis native Bay. 

This love is of the brain, the mind, the soul : 
37ial makes the sequel pure ; tho' some of us 
Begiamng at the sequel know do more. 
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Not sncb am I : and jret I say, the bird 
That will not hear my call, liowever eweet, 
But if my neighbor whistle answers him — 
What matter? there are others in the wcKid. 
Yet when I saw her (and I thought him crazed, 
Tbo* not with such a crazineBS as needs 
A cell and keeper), those dark eyes of bera ~— 
Oh I such dark eyes ! and not her eyes alone, 
But all from these to where she touch'd on eartb, 
For sacb a craziness as Julian's secm'd 
No less than one divine apology. 

So sweetly and so modestly she came 
To greet us, her young hero in her arms ! 
" Kiss bim," she said. " You gave me life again. 
He, but for you, had never seen it once. 
His other father yon ! Kiss him, and then 
Forgive him, if his name be Julian too." 

Talk of lost hopes and broken heart I bis own 
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Sent Buch ■ flame into bis face, I knew 
Some sudden vivid pleasure hit him there. 

But he was all the more resolved to go, 
And sent at once Co Lionel, praying him 
By thai great love they both had borne the dead) 
To come and revel for one hour with him 
Before he left the land forevermore ; 
And then to friends — they were not many — who lived 
Scatteringly about that lonely land of his, 
And bade them to a banqnet of farewells. 

And Julian made s solemn feast : I never 
Sat at a costlier ; for all round his hall 
From column on to column, as in a wood, 
Not such as here — an equatorial one, 
Great garlands swung and blossom'd ; and beneath, 
Heirlooms, and andent miracles <tf Art, 
Ciialice and salver, wines that, Heaven knows wben, 
Had suifk'd the fire of some forgotten sun. 
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And kept it thro' a hundred years of gloom, 

Tet glowing in a heart of ruby — cups 

Where nymph and god ran ever round in gold -^ 

Others of glass as costly — some with genu 

Movable and reseilable at will, 

And trebling all the rest in value — Ah beuTens ! 

Why need I tell you all ? — Bu£Sce to Bay 

That whatsoever such a bouse as his, 

And his was old, has in it rare or fair 

Was brought before the guest : and they, the gne^, 

Wonder'd at some strange light in Julian's eyes 

(I told you that he had his golden hour). 

And such a feast, ill-suiled as it seem'd 

To such a time, to Lionel's loss and his, 

And that resolved self-exile from a land 

He never vrould revisit, such a^east 

So rich, so strange, and stranger ev'n than ricli. 

Bat rich as for the nuptials of a king. 

And stranger.yet, at one end of the hall 



Two great funereal cnrtains, looping down. 
Farted a little ere they met the floor. 
About a picture of his lady, taken 
Some years before, and falling hid the frame. 
And just above the parting waa a lamp : 
So the Bweet figure folded round with night 
Seem'd stepping out of darkness with a smile. 

Well then — our solemn feast — we ate and drank, 
And might — the wines being of such nobleness — 
Have jested also, but for Julian's eyes, 
And something weird and wild about it all : 
What was it ? for our lover seldom spoke. 
Scarce touch'd the meats ; but ever and anon 
A priceless goblet with a priceless wine 
Arising, show'd he drant^beyond his use ; 
And when the feast was near an end, he said : 

" There is a custom in the Orient, friends — 
I read of it in Persia — when a man 
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Will honor those who feast with him, he brings 
And ihows them whatsoever he acconnts 
Of all his treasures the moat beanliful. 
Gold, jewels, arms, whatever it may be. 
This custom — " 

Pausing here a moment, all 
The guests broke in upon him with meeting hands 
And cries about the hauquet — " Beautiful I 
Who could desire more beauty at a feast ? " 

The lover answer'd, " There is more than odo 
Here fitting who dedrea it. Laud me not 
Before my time, hut hear me to the close. 
This cnslom steps yet further when the guest 
Is loved and honor'd to the uttermost. 
For after he has sbown bim gems or gold, 
He brings and sets before bim in rich guise 
That which is thrice 6S beautiful as these, 
The beau ly that is dearest to his heart — 
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' m^ heart's lord, would I could show jrou,' be says, 
' Ev'n aij heart too.' And I propose to-ni(^t 
To show you what is dearest to my heart, 
And my heart too. 

" But solve me first a doubt. 
I knew a man, nor many years ago ; 
He hati a faithful servant, one who loved 
His master more than all on earth beside. 
He falling sick, and seeming close on death, 
His master would not wait until he died. 
But bade his menials bear him from the door. 
And leave him in the public way to die. 
I knew another, not so long ago, 
Who found the dying servant, took him home, 
And fed, and cherish'd hidi, and saved faia life. 
I ask yon now, should this first master claim 
His service, whom does it belong to i him 
Who tbmst him out, or him who sared bis life F " 
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Tliis question, so flung down before the ga«ei8. 
And balanced either wa^ by eacli, at length 
When some were doubtful bow the law would hold, 
Was banded over by consent of all 
To one who had not apolten, Lionel 

Fair speech was his, and delicate of phrase. 
And be beginning languidly — his loss 
Weigh'd on him yet — but warming as be west, 
Glanced at the point of law, to pass it by, 
Affirming that as long as either lived. 
By all the laws of love and gratefulness, 
The service of the one so saved was due 
All to the saver — adding, with a smile, 
The first for many weeks — a semi-smile 
As at a strong conclusion — " Body and soul 
And life and limbs, all his to work bis will" 

Then Julian made a secret sign to me 
To bring CamiUa down before them all 
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And crosBing ber own picture as she came, 

And looking as much lovelier as herself 

Is lorelier than all others — on her head 

A diamond circlet, and from under this 

A veil, that seem'd no more than gilded air, 

Fljing by each fine ear, an Eastern gauze 

With seeds of gold — so, with that grace of* hera, 

Slow-moTiDg as a wave against the wind, 

That flings a mist behind it in the sun — 

And bearing high in arms the mighty babe, 

The younger Julian, who himself was crown'd 

With roses, none bo rosy as himself — 

And over all her babe and ber the jewels 

Of many generations of bis bouse 

Sparkled and fiasb'd, for he had decked them out 

As for a solemn sacrifice of love — , 

So she came in : — I am long in telling it. 

I never yet beheld a thing so strange, 

Sad, sweet, and strange together — floated in,— 

While all the guests in mute amazemeot rose, . 
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And slowly padng to the middle hall, 

Before the board, there paused &nd stood, her breflst 

Ilard-heavmg, aod her ejres upon her feet, 

Not daring yet to glance at LioneL 

But him Bhe carried, him dot lights nor feast 

Dazed or amazed, nor eyes of men ; who cared 

Only to use his own, and staring wide 

And hungering for the gilt and jewell'd world 

About him, look'd, as he is like to prove, 

When Julian goes, the lord of all he saw. 

" My guests," said Julian : " you are bonor'd now 
Ev'n to the nttermost: in her behold 
Of all my treasures the most beautiful. 
Of all things upon earth the dearest to me." 
Then waving us a sign to seat our.-ielves, 
Lied his dear lady to a chair of state. 
And I, by Liont;l sitting, saw bis face 
Fire, and dead ashes aud all fire again 
Thrice iu a second, felt him tremble loo^ 
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And heard liim muttering, " So like, bo like ; 

She never had a sister. I knew none. 

Some cousin of his and hers — O God, so like !" 

And then be suddenly ask'd her if she were. 

She shook, and cast her eyes down, and was dumb. 

And then some other queation'd if she came 

From foreign lands, and still she did not speak. 

Another, if the boy were hers . but she 

To all their queries answer'd not a word, 

Which made the amazement more, till one of them 

Said, shuddering " Her spectre I" But his friend 

Iteplied, in half a whisper, " Not at least 

The specire that will speak if spoken to. 

Terrible pity, if one so beautiful 

Prove, as I almost dread to find her, dumb ! " 

But Julian, sitting by her, answer'd all : 
" She is but dumb, because in her yon see 
That faithful servant whom we spoke about, 
Obedient lo her second master now ; 
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Which wiQ not last. I Itave here to-nigbt a guest 
So bound to me by common love and loss — . 
What ! sball I bind him more ? in his behalf, 
Shall I exceed the Persian, giving him 
That wbicli of all things is the dearest to me, 
Not only showing P and he himself pronounced 
That my rich giil is vrbolly mine lo give. 

" Now all be dumb, and promise all of yon 
Not to break in on what I say by word 
Or whisper, while I show you all roy heart." 
And then began the story of bis love 
As here to-day, but not eo wordily — 
The passionate moment would not EnflTer thnt — 
Fast thro' his visions to the burial ; thence 
Down to this last strange hour in his own hall ; 
And then rose up, and with bim all his guests 
Once more as by enchantment j all but he, 
Lionel, who fain had risen, but fell again, 
And sat as if in chains — to whom he said : 
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" Take my free gift, my cousin, for your wife ; 
And were it only for the giver's sake, 
And tho' she seem so like the one you Ic^t, 
Yet cast her not away so suddenly, 
Lest there be none left here to bring her back : 
1 leave this land forever." Here he ceased. 

Then taking liis dear lady by one hand. 
And bearing on oue arm the nohle babe. 
He slowly brought them both to Lionel. 
And (here the widower husband and dead wife 
Bush'd each at each with a cry, that rather seem'd 
For some uew death than for a life renew'd ; 
At this the very babe began to nail ; 
At once they tura'd, and caught and brought him in 
To their charm'd circle, and, half killing him 
With kisses, round him closed and claspt again. 
But Lionel, when at last he freed himself 
From wife and child, and lifted up a face 
All over glowing wiih the sun of life, > 
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And love, and boanilless thanks — the sight of this 
So fnghted our good friend, that turning to me 
And saying, ■' It is over : let us go " — 
There were our horses ready at the doors — 
We bade them no farewell, but mounting theso 
He past forever from hb native land ; 
And I with him, my Julian, back to mine. 
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